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15 En the Prince Royal. | 
_ Toeldam, Sep. g, 1739. 


1 HAVE tecelvedl two of your letters at 


once, that is to ſay of the 12th and the 17th of 
Auguſt; to which I now write in anſwer. The 


MY DEAR FRIEND, 


ſecond act of Mahomet is likewiſe fafely come 


to hand. It appears to me finely written, but, 


to ſpeak frankly, leſs laboured, leſs finiſhed, 
than the firſt. I ought to mention there is a 


verſe in the firſt act of the progeny” of which 
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2 have-doubted. 1 know not whether it 18 
cuſtomary to ſay ecraſer des etincelles.* I rather 
thought it neceſſary to write eleingre, or, ctouffer 
des etintelles. - | 
Let me beg you to 'recollect chat beautiful 
ling— : : | 
And onwardare we led to truth by doubt.” 


However I am perfectly convinced that I am 
much more agreeably affected by the ſplendid 
poetry of your Muſſulmen, than by the maſ- 
facres which thoſe, infidels commit on our poor 


Germans, at-Belgrade. 


As when, with ſulph*rous war, two fearful clouds 
Obſcure the ſummer ſkies, and menaceearth; © 
* Impell'd by winds, in their tempeſtuous courſe, 
And darting thunder from their burſting ſides, 
Meet in the circumambient air with ſhock 
Impetuous, making hell deſcend from heav'n, 
Till Nature ſhudders at the fearful din, 
Afraid leſt Chaos ſhould again uſurp 
Her elements, and trembling fits in dread, 
- While ſuff ring earth to her foundation ſhakes— 


So, when the demon Diſcord thirſts for blood, 
Her ſanguinary banners are diſplay'd ; . > 
Fer victims wait till rage, deſtruction, death, 
Have caſt the die of victor and of vanquiſh'd. 
- © Cruſh the ſparks... 
1 To extinguiſh, or, ſtifle the ſparks. . FN 2 
15 8 Then 
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Then do puiſſant armies, madly blind, 

Infuriate run to murder, not in * 

The torrents courſe the ſlaughter'd heaps impede, . 
And ſhrinkingearth with horror drinks their blood; 
Hell laughing poiſons Vict'ry with remorſ, 
And Heav'n their clamour echos back with groans. "1 


What ! Shall the hideous brood of Acheron 
Hurry whole nations to the hated geld, a] 
And drench their uilty hands in human gore 1 ; 
Hark! Whence thoſe ſhrieks ? Heay' ns! "Twas the — 
quiſh'd dying! | | 
Redd ning in wrath, the creſbent t. terror glates, 
And, ſtrange reverſe, the Roman eagles fly ; 


The plain is burthen'd with expiring hoſts ; 


Death, meagre glutton, feaſts, in fearful fate, 
On tribes in manners, form, and dwelling diſtant, | 
Far as the riſing from the ſetting ſun. 


Alas! Moldania®, thy diliois here, 
Aghaſt, are bathed in reeking purple tides; * 
Thy fleeting waters bear their livid load 
Of buoyant carnage into happier lands, 

- Spreading abhorrent terror as they paſs. 
Nor is the borrid ſcourge of war enough; 
Thꝰ infectious crew, on war attendant, ruſh 
To ſweep away what evn in rage was ſpar'd; 
And lo! Thy fragrant hills and fruitful vales 
Plague, Peſtilence, and Famine ſtraight devour! 

Like as mount Athos, whoſe foundations lie 
Low as th” abyſs of hell, his head in heav'n, 
Boreas and Aquilo contemptuous views 
Fierce ſtorms collect, and hears them howl aſſault : 


The Berlin edition falſely reads Moravia, T. 
B 2 To 
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To Fate dictating thus, and vain of power, 


Dead to human pangs, deaf to human woes, 


eee eee 
To courtly hands confiding fire and word, 


This monarch flumbers—That args | 


Slothful in his ſeragli, bids to blaze,” 


Yes! Wretched rulers! Yes! Ye feed the flames, | 
The demon Harn, and that demon more 
Infernal, mean, and deſpicable, Saur, 


5 Enſlave and goad you on the tortuous path. 


Encumber'd by the lands ye govern ill, 
Ye covet more than mem'ry knows to name. | 
Well then ! Ariſe ! Go forth and conquer worlds! i 
But look the blood ye ſhed be all your own, 
Nor leave one orphan, nor one widow'd wife, 
To mourn a huſband's or a father's fall. 


This ſpacious earth, of men the common right, 
Where num'rous clans in num'rous climates dwell, 
Swarming in kingdoms, or apart in hordes, 

Diſtinct in habits, cuſtoms, manners, minds; 

As different in opinion as in form; | 
Theſe num'rous clans have ſtill a genꝰ ral good, 
Which binds and bids them form one ample whole ; 
They all have hearts, and all to love are prone. 
Inſenſate rancour! What! Are ye, alone! 
Are ye by angry Heav'n denied to love ? 


Weeping I view their love to hatred turn'd ; 


Behold theſe brothers taught the dev'liſh trade 
Of mutual murder : Arab, Tartar, Turk, 


Gen'rous and hoſpitable in nature each, 
Frugal Chineſe, compaſſionate Gentoo, 
And ye proud Iroquois, deſpifing pain, 
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Ye of Peru and Mexico, oppreſs'd, 

Where'er ye dwell, i'th'old world or the new,. 
Are ye not men, and ſhall I not deteſt 

The horrid belliſh arts that make ye fiends? 


;  Henceforth, oh Earth! Thy errors and thy crimes, 
Thy pride, thy conteſts, and thy wars renounce ! 
Free from alarms like brethren live, oh men! 
And oh! to make ye bleſt, may all the Smiles, 
The Loves, the Pleaſures, and the happy Arts 
That once ennobled Memphis, Athens, Rome, 
And Florence, quit again their native ſkies ; 
And in their train, oh! Plenty, prodigal, 
And thou all proſp'rous Luxury, laughing come, 
With ev' ry ſportive child that Fancy knows. 


Oh! come, enchanting Arts, illufive come, 
Your wiles, your ſpells, and potent charms diſplay z 
| Modell'd by you let terror be transform'd 
To ſomething irreſiſtibly attractive. 
Thus do we ſee the glitt'ring precious ore, 
And diamond rare, that light emits from brow 
Of ſwarthy. Soldan, or ſuperb Mogul, 
By induſtry of man procur'd from gulph 
Profound, whence torrents ſtorm, and daſh from rock 
To rock, incav'd where thunder never reaches. 
Thine is the gift, Voltaire, with magic touch 
Extremes to harmonize, and cauſe, while death 
And carnage glut the ſcene, thꝰ ecſtatic ſoul 
To gaze, moon-ſtruck, on what it would abhor, 
Here maſſacres may only be.endur'd, 
And pleaſure here from mis'ry be deriv'd, 
*Tis for the poet's wondrous art to trace 
Of frantic Tyranny the barb'rous acts, 
The reign deteſted, and the tragic end ; 8 
And thus inſtruct the living by the dead. 


| 
' 
| 
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|} 
of | 
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Continne then, proud =p bury 


To make the nations marvel at your deeds 
Monimia, Mithridates, ſoon ſurpaſs ; 


' Recount your triumphs on the Gallic wy ; 
Tread in the ſteps of Cæſar and Alzire ; 


Aſſume of Mahomet the fierce demeanor ; + 
| Rivals no leſs redoubted ſhall you have ; 

But pleaſure and ſucceſs await your coming; 

Already I behold your beauties beam, 

Behold 10 r e Voltaire! 


I ſend you at the firms time the peer to the 
Henriade. Seven years are neceſſary for the 
poem to be engraved, but the Engliſh printer 
aſſures me it ſhall not be inferior in beauty to his 
Latin Horace. If you find any thing in che pre- 
face which ought to be altered or corrected, it 
depends only on yourſelf to make what changes 
you pleaſe; I ſhould not wiſh to ſee a word un- 
worthy of the Henriade or its author. I intreat, 
however, you would return me the original, or 

have it tranſcribed, for I have no other copy. 
After a journey of ſome days, which I have 
to make, I ſhall ſeriouſly begin ta give battle to 
Machiavel. - You know ſtudy requires reſt, and 
it is ſome months ſince have been ſuffered to 
remain in tranquillity. I have been three times 5 
obliged to lay down the pen before I could finiſh 
this letter, and the work which J propoſe to 
write requires judgment and precaution, for 
- which 
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which reaſon I have reſerved it for the leiſure 
of my philoſophic retreat. | | 

1 perceive with pleaſure that you lead a ike 
almoſt as erratic as mine. IThiriot informs me 
'of your arrival at Paris. 1 own that might 1 


chooſe between the feſtivals which the French 


at preſent keep and thoſe which were held in 
the time of Louis XIV. I ſhould determine in 
favour of that banquet of which the mind par- 
takes rather than the eye; but I likewiſe know 
I ſhould prefer the pleaſure of converſing two 
hours with you to all theſe ſplendid wonders. 

I am interrupted again ; the devil take ſuch 
impertinence | 
Niere I am once more. You ſpeak to me e of 
great men, and of engaging them, in the lan- 
. guage of an enliſter. And do you alſo ſacri- 
- fice to the gods of Pruſſia? If the Pariſians are 
addicted to pleaſure, and are ſometimes miſtaken 
in the choice they make, we are here addicted 
to great men. Yes, great, meaſured by the 
yard; and it might be ſaid that, whoever has 
the misfortune to be born half a foot royal leſs 


than a giant, cannot, according to our rule of 
proportion, have common ſenſe. I am but little 
learned on the ſubject, but, if what I have heard | 


be true, neither Alexander nor Cæſar were tall, 
The prince of Conde, Turenne, the duke of 
B 4 Marl- 


$ 


8 -* yosTnuUMovs wok ks. | 
| Marlborough, and prince Fugene, whom I have 


ſeen, and who were each of them juſtly entitled 
hero, were leſs ſplendid in appearance than in 
that ſtrength of mind which found reſources in 


ttſelf, amid all dangers, and that exquiſite judg- 


ment which taught them to decide with promp- 


titude and ſucceſs. 


I am pleafed, however, with this arhiablo 


mania of the'French. I own I am delighted 


when I think that four hundred thouſand inha- 
bitants of a great city only buſy themſelves with 
the charms of life, and are almoſt unacquainted 
with its vexations. It is a proof that there are 
four hundred thouſand happy people. It ap- 


pears to me that every chief of ſociety ought 
ſeriouſly to think of inſpiring his ſubjects with 
content, if he cannot make them wealthy, for 


content may very well ſubſiſt without the ſup- 


port of great wealth. The man, for example, 


who ſees himſelf at the playhouſe, at ſome feſti- 


val, or in a place where a numerous aſſembly 
Inſpires him with a certain kind of ſatisfaction, 


the man, I fay, in ſuch moments is happy, and 
returns home with his imagination full of the 


agreeable objects which are impreſſed upon his 


mind. Why therefore not refine till further, 


to obtain ſuch pleaſing moments, which ſoften 
all the bitterneſs of life, or which, at leaſt, pro- 


* e 
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cure intervals during which every grief of man 
is forgotten? Pleaſure is the only real good, 
therefore to furniſh ſociety with the means of 
diverſion is to do good in a very conſiderable 
degree. | n | 

It ſhould ſeem that the world is of this opi- 
nion, for even in the neighbourhood of Nova 
Zembla, and on Hyperborean ſeas, there is no 
talk but of rejoicings. Our news from Peterſburg 
abounds with nothing but balls, feſtivals, and 
banquets, given on the occaſion of the marriage 
of the prince of Brunſwick. I ſaw'this prince 
with the duke of Lorrain, at Berlin, and faw 
him in a playful mood, which by no means 
ſpoke the, monarch. They are two chiefs, how- 
ever, who, I know not by what neceſſity, or what 
- providence, appear deſtined to reign over the 

greateſt part of Europe. Were providence all 
it is deſcribed to be, your Newtons, your Lockes, 
and your Voltaires, in fine, thoſe beings who 
think the moſt, would be maſters of this world. 
It would then appear that the infinite wiſdom 
which preſides over all accidents would, by a 
choice worthy of itſelf, have placed the wiſeſt 
among men to govern their inferiors ; but, ac- 


cording to the manner in which things are con- 


ducted, we might rather affirm every thing hap- 
pened by chance, 


A man 


od as he rr 


os. hs... ih. i i et 
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A man of merit is not eſteemed ucconding to 
his worth, another is not placed in his proper 
ftuation; : a worthleſs fellow hall be called 
noble, and a man of the higheft merit Janguiſh 
in obſcurity. The reins of government in em- 
pires are committed to unſkilful bands, and ex- 
Pert perſons are kept at a diſtance. Men may 
fay whatever they pleaſe on this. ſubject, but they 
will never be able to bring one good reaſon in 
n of conduct ſo capricious. _ 

Lam chagrined that my fate has not ſtationed 
me in ſuch a manner as that I might every day 
converſe with You, might ſtammer ſome few 
phraſes on philoſophy with the marchioneſs du 
Chatelet, and that the country of the arts and 
ſciences i is not my country, Perhaps this trifling 
diſſatisfaction has given birth to my complaints 
concerning providence ; -perhaps there is too 
much raſhneſs in my. doubts ; but 1 cannot, 
however, perſuade myſelf they are totally un- 

founded. 

I entreat you would tell the beauteous Emily 
I ſhall this winter ſtudy that branch of philoſo- 
phy which ſhe patronizes, and that I beg ſhe 
would warm my. imagination with a ray of -her 
genius. Do not forget me, dear Voltaire; let not 
the charms of Paris, your friends, the ſciences, 
pleaſure and the company of the fair, efface'from 

you 
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your memory the perſon who ought to be there | 
eternally fixed. I think I deſerve a place in -3 
your heart from the eſteem and friendſhip wich 
which I ever ſhall remain, | 
= My dear Voltaire, 

Lan indubitable friend. 


X 
_ . 
7 o "Sa 4 - 
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1 . E R CII. 
From M. de Voltaire.” 


SIX. Paris, Sept. 1739. 
J Received thoſe two great conſolations at 
Paris of which I had moſt need in that immenſe 
city, where reign noiſe, diſſipation, and the fruit- 
leſs eagerneſs to ſeek for friends that are not to 
be found; where men live only for themſelves ; 
where a perſon ſuddenly finds himſelf ſurround- 
ed by vortices more chimerical than thoſe of 
Deſcartes, and leſs proper to conduce to happi- 
neſs than the Carteſian abſurdities are to teach 
us the ſecrets of nature. My two conſolations | | 
| were the two letters with which your royal high- 
neſs honoured me, dated on the ninth and the 
fifteenth of Auguſt, which were ſent to me at 
Paris, 
On my arrival, the firſt thing neceſſary was 
to 


2-0 
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to anſwer numerous objections which T found 
diſperſed through Paris againſt the diſcoveries 
of, Newton. But this trifling duty, of which I 


have acquitted myſelf, did not ſuffer me t6 loſe 


fight of Mahomet, the firſt part of which I have 
done myſelf the honour to ſend to your royal 


highneſs. I here ſend you two more acts. 
Were I to have waited till they were worthy to 


be preſented to you, I muſt have waited too 
long. I ſend them as a proof of my anxiety to 
afford you pleaſure ; and, as a better proof, I 
ſhall begin to corre& them. Your royal high- 
neſs will perceive whether the horrors which ac- 


company fanaticiſm are painted with ſtrokes ſuf- 
 ficiently bold and true. The unfortunate Saide 


(or Zaida) who imagined that to murder his 
father was to {ſerve God, is no fanciful: portrait. 
Such were Jean Chatel, Clement, Ravaillac ; 
and what increaſes the horror is they were each 


of them ſincere. Is it not therefore of ſervice 


to humanity to diſtinguiſh, as I always have 
done, between religion and ſuperſtition ; or do 
I merit perſecution for having continually ſaid, 
in a hundred different ways, that we never can 
do good to God by doing ill to man? 

The ſuffrages, the kindneſs, and the letters of 


your royal highneſs, alone could be able to ſup- 


port me againſt the contrarieties which I have 
under- 


j 
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undergone in my own country. I regard my 
life as the banquet of Damocles, at the table of 


Dionyſius. The letters of your royal highneſs 


and the ſociety of the marchioneſs du Charetet 


FOO n ee fre. 16100. 2 5 


The Pele 4 of 8 o'er my head 
Suſpended, the delicious banquet ſpoils, 

- Which in Apollo's temple ſumptuous waits, 
For me prepar'd by Frederic the divine ! 

| Elfe would my muſe, embolden'd by his ſong, 

Melodious take new life and wing, and join 
Her willing notes to his heroic ſtrains! _ 
But who e' er ſaw, beneath the vulture's gripe, 


The tender philomela fing of love ? 


Scarcely had I arrived at Paris before it was 
whiſpered to a great miniſter that I had written 
the hiſtory of his life, and that this ſatirical hiſ- 
.tory would ſoon appear in foreign countries. 
The ſlander was quickly put to confuſion, but 
it might have been fatal. Your royal highneſs 
is acquainted with the power of deſpotiſm, which 
you will never abuſe. You can well imagine 
what is the ſituation of a man whole deſtruction 
a ſingle word may effect, and this ſituation is 


continually mine. Theſe are my rewards, after 
having em ployed twenty years in endeavouring 


to amuſe, and ſometimes . to inſtruct, 


my nation. 
But, 


* 
— — — —— 
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But, once again, your royal highneſs loves 
me, and I am far from having cauſe to com- 
plain. Tou have deigned to have the Henriade 
engraved, and what ill can be done me which 
will not be inferior to ſuch an honour! Z 
l have juſt purchaſed the works of Machiavel, 
that I may perfectly feel the force of your excel- 
lent refutation ; which I expect from what you 
intend at preſent to write; but I believe there 
will be no better refutation of Machiavel than 
your own conduct. Men ſeem all to be em- 
ployed at preſent in mutual deſtruction, and, 
from the empire of the Mogul to the ſtraits of 
Gibraltar, all is war. It is ſuppoſed that France 
alſo will foot it in this vile Pyrrhic dance. And 
this is the ſeaſon in which your royal highneſs 
teaches the doctrine af juſtice, previous to any 
exerciſe of your proweſs! May I be permitted 
to aſk when I ſhall be ſo happy as to read theſe 
leſſons of equity and wiſdom ? | 
I have ſeen the ſky-rockets which have been 
played off, at Paris, with ſo much pomp ; but 
it is my wiſh men ſhould begin by building a a 
fine town-hall, beautiful ſquares, convenient and 
ſuperb market places, and ſ plendid fountains, 
before they indulge themſelves in fireworks. I 
prefer Roman magnificence to ſuch ſmoke. Not 
that I condemn the latter. God forbid that I 
ſhould 


— 
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ſhould: take offence at any of the pleaſures of 
mankind, I only feel ſome regret for want of 
what we have not, while 1 4. of that e 
we have. 

Your royal highneſs no doubt is informed 
that Buchardon and Vaucanſ6n produce maſter- 
pieces, each in bis kind. Rameau labours to 
bring Italian muſic into faſhion. Theſe are men 
worthy of living under Frederic; but 1 defy 
them to wiſh it ſo earneſtly as I do. 

I am, with the moſt profound Ke e and 
tendereſt gratirude, &c. _ 17 | 


CO — IJ — — 
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From the Since Nl 


R wy DEAR FRIEND, Remuſberg, Oct. 10, 1739. 


I, As well as the public, have imagined 
that your reception at Paris was the beſt poſſible; 
that every body there would be eager to ſhew 
you civilities, and render you honour, and chat 
your abode in that immenſe city would not be diſ- 
turbed by any diſagreeable vexations. I am ſorry 


to find myſelt deceived on a ſubject which I 


had much at heart. It appears your fate' re- 
ſembles that of moſt other great men, who are 


I ; perſe- 


_ — —— 
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LON during life, and when they are dead 
adored as deities. The truth is that ſuch a deſ- 
tiny; however bright its future ſplendor, depicts 


the time preſent under no very agreeable aſpect. 


But theſe are occaſions on which the mind ſhould 
aſſume fortitude ſufficient to re pel fear, and to 


prepare for all accidents, The ſect of the ſtoics 


was never more flouriſhing than under the ty- 


ranny of bad emperors. - And why? Becauſe it 


was then neceſſary to deſpiſe pain, and death, 
before they could enjoy life in peace. May 
your ſtoiciſm, my dear Voltaire, at leaſt be pow- 
erful enough to inſure you unalterable tranquil- 
lity. Say with Horace, “I envelope myſelf in 
« my virtue.” If ſo it might be, what welcome 
ſhould you not meet here! My houſe ſhould 
be an aſylum for you, againſt all the aſſaults of 
fortune ;- and it ſhould be my ſtudy to procure 


happineſs for the man whoſe works have added 


ſo much to the delights of my life. 

I bave received the two new acts of Zopyrus, 
which I have read but once, but I will anſwer 
for their ſucceſs. I ſcarcely could forbear weep- 
ing while I read the ſcene between Zopyrus and 
Saide. That between Saide and Palmyra, when 
Saide is preparing to commit parricide, and 
that, likewiſe, in which Mahomet, ſpeaking to 


Omar, feigns to diſapprove the act of Saide, 
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are excellent. 1 on it appears to me that Zo- 
pyrus comes expreſsly to confeſs on the theatre, 

that he may die according to rule; and that 
the ſcene opening and ſhutting at the back of 
the ſtage, has rather a mechanical air; but I 


cannot judge till I have read again. The cha- 


racters, the manners, and the art of moving the 
paſſions, diſcover the hand of that great, that 
excellent maſter who has written this piece; 
and, though it ſhould happen to be true that 
Zopyrus does not come naturally enough on the 
ſtage, 1 imagine this is a blemiſh which might 


be overlooked in a perfect beauty, and which 


would not be remarked except by the old, who 


coldly examine withſ pectacles on noſe what ought 5 


to be ſeen and felt with ſudden tranſport. Your 
rejoicings at Paris have only gratified your ſight. 
For my part, I wiſh for rejoicings in which the 
mind and all the ſenſes may profitably partake. 


I think it would but be the pedantry of know- 
ledge in pleaſure to ſelect ſubjects of inſtruction, 


and to confine their diverſions within the limits 
of good taſte. This would be to narrow the 
capacity the Creator has beſtowed on the human 
mind, which can contain more than one kind of 


knowledge. It would be to render uſeleſs the 


work of a god who appears to be an epicurean, 
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fo much e care has he taken of the ps of 
No . 2 "Age et * h molleſt, 
: Et les plaifirs de toute eſpice; 


i 0 Tout honndie homme a de tels ſentiment. * 


| We have lord Baltimore and Algarotti here, 
_ who are on their return to England. This lord 
is a very ſenſible man, poſſeſſed of conſiderable 
knowledge, and one who thinks, as we'do, that 
the ſciences are not derogatory to nobility. I 
have admired the genius of the Engliſhman, 
like a handſome face ſeen through a veil. He 
ſ peaks French very ill, yet there is a pleaſure in 
hearing him ſpeak; and he pronounces the Eng- 
lh ſo faſt that it is not poſſible to keep pace with 
him. He xalls a Pruſſian a mechanical animal, 
and ſays that Peterſburg is the eye of Ruſſia, 
with which it looks toward polifhed countries ; 
and that were it deprived of this eye, it would 
preſently decline into that ſtate of coop nga 
which | it t ſo lately flumbered. 


„I lore luxury, and es ee y ) Livre pleaſures of 
c every ſpecies, and believe all worthy men are of my mind.“ 
—The Baſil edition adds—It was Moſes apparently who ſaid 
this; or, if not Moſes, it was a man who would be a better 
legiſlator than this Jewiſh impoſtor, and whom I eſteem a 
thouſand times above that whole nation, „ feeble, 
and cruel as it was.  T, 
* | „Ae 
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He is a great partiſan for the ſun, nor do I 


think him much averſe to the dogmas of Zo- 
roaſter. He has met with people here to whom 


he could ſpeak without conſtraint, which occa- 


ſioned me to compoſe the incloſed epiſtle, and 


which 1 beg you to correct without mercy. 
You are acquainted with young 7 lgarotti, 
who has pleaſed me beyond deſcription. He 


has promiſed me to return as ſoon as poſſible. 


We have converſed largely, of you, of mathe- 
matics, of poetry, of all the ſciences, of trifles, 
in fine, of every thing, He poſſeſſes much ar- 
dour, vivacity, and mildneſs, which to me are ex- 
ceedingly agreeable. He has compoſed a cantata, 
which was immediately ſet to muſic *, and with 


which he was very well ſatisfied. We parted 


with regret, and I fear it will be long before I 


ſhall meet a man { amiable in theſe countries. 


We this week expect the marquis de la Che- 
tardie, to whom likewiſe we muſt bid a mourn- 
ful adieu. I am unacquainted with this M. de 
Valori, but I have heard him ſpoken of as a 
man who has not the manners of polite life. 


They certainly might very well have omitted 
| froding us M. de Valori, and depriving us of 


: n e miſe ayſiet e muſique. n 
inlauate he ſet 1 it to muſic himſelf. T. 
inn FO 
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La Chetardie, who in every reſpe& is a _ 
agreeable gentleman. 

ge perſuaded that here at Rheinſberg we 
trouble ourſelves as little concerning war as 
if no ſuch thing exiſted in the world. I am at 
preſent at work on Machiavel, interrupted occa- 
fionally by the idly impertinent, the race of 
whom is not yet extinct, notwithſtanding the 
thunderbolts hurled at them by Moliere. - I 
refute Machiavel chapter by chapter, ſome of 
which are written; but I wait till the whole is 
finiſhed before I begin to correct. You ſhall 
be the firſt who ſhall ſee the work, nor ſhall it 
quit my hands till it has been purified by the 
fire of your genius. 

J am in expectation of your correftions for the 
preface to the Henriade, that I may make ſuch 
alterations as you think proper ; after which the 
Henriade ſhall be expedited with all e 

Peet. 
I have built a tower, on the top of which I 
have an obſervatory. The lower ſtory is a grotto, 
the ſecond a chamber for philoſophic inftru- 
ments, and the third a ſmall printing apartment. 
This tower joins my library by means of a colon- 
nade, at the top of which is a platform. I ſend 
you the plan, for your amuſement, till ſuch time 
as your good citizens ſhall think proper to build 


a town - houſe and market - places in Paris. | 
Wo I wait 
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wait with much impatience for your letters, 
and intreat you will believe me as much your 
friend as man can be. Po 
P. S. Cæſario will not « ſuffer me to be 
his interpreter; he rather prefers writing to {or 
himſelf, 
„ Though nothing can add to the a 
of affection, or the perfect attachment I feel 
* for you, fir, it is notwithſtanding paſt doubt 
ce that, had it pleaſed my auguſt maſter to depict 
* them, you would have been convinced of the 
< truth of what I ſay in a much more agreeable 
« manner. In knowledge I reſemble a woman 
ce whoſe youth and beauty are paſt, and who is 
ce indebted for moſt of her charms to her dreſs. 
Would ſhe diſpleaſe you undreſſed? I believe 
cc not, and I dare boldly venture to ſhew to you 
ce the naked friendſhip with which, during lite, I. 
« ſhall ever remain, fir, to you and yours, &c. 

« KATSERL IVS.“ 


I beg you will preſent every aſſurance of 

ce my reſpe& to the marchioneſs. Every wiſh 
« of my heart would be accompliſhed might I, 
in the ſuite of my adorable maſter, travel to 


* The above poſtſcript is emitted in the Berlin edition, 
c Kc. 
ren, T. 0 ; 

| C3 e ae 


20 | . WORKS. 


La Chetardie, who in every reſpect is a my 
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« for you, fir, it is notwithſtanding paſt doubt 
© that, had it pleaſed my auguſt maſter to depict 
ce them, you would have been convinced of the 
ce truth of what I ſay in a much more agreeable 
« manner. In knowledge I reſemble a woman 
ce whoſe youth and beauty are paſt, and who is 
ce indebted for moſt of her charms to her dreſs. 
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% KAYSERLING.”. 


I beg you will preſent every aſſurance of 

© my reſpe& to the marchioneſs. Every wiſh | 
te of my heart would be accompliſhed might I, 
© in the ſuite of my adorable maſter, travel to 


The above poſtſcript is omitted in the Berlin edition, 
os. yo aa eo Ae. 
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4 Paris, while madame du Chatelet, the prince 
© of Naſſau, and you, fir, contribute to em- 
ce belliſh that city. But be kind enongh, fir, 
* to judge me by yourſelf. Should you be diſ- 
6 | poſed to quit the marchioneſs to come and 
60 Join us at e p fe et 
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| From Ad. de Poltaire 


„ > Su Fu Oktober 18, 2929. 


1 SEND your royal highneſs the greateſt 
monument that exiſts of your bounty and my 
fame. I never poſſeſſed true fame till the day 
you granted me your protection, and it is now 
at its height, from the honour which you have 
deigned to confer on the Henriade. Two fin- 
cere friends of mine, who are in Paris, have read 
this ſhort proſe eſſay, which is of more worth 

than all my poetry. They ſcarcely, could retain 
their tears, when they beheld. that there ſeldom 
was a line, which fell from your pen, that was 
not tie offspring of a heart born for the happi- 
_ neſs of mank ind, and of a mind created for their 
inſtruction. Weben r the energy with 
e ? which 


e de. 2g 


Which your royal highneſs writes in a foreign 
language, they were aſtoniſhed at the ſingularity 
of your taſte for ſubjects concerning which ſo 
many of out princes have ſo little —— 
This certainly ſtruck them, but the ſentiments 
of humanity which reign in that work captivated 
their ſouls. All they could promiſe was to : 
keep the ſectet, as far as related to the preface ; 
but to be filent, not to ſpeak in praiſe of the 
adorable prince who thinks with ſo much gran- 
deur and benevolence; - would be impoſſible. 
They were ſo much affected they could not but 
exclaim with me 
Riyal of all the great and good, ſay, when 
Shall we behold thee, firſt of godlike men! 
. Mirror of Chriſtian princes! But who ne'er YL 
Say Chriſtian prince that might with thee compare! 
I have written nothing ſince the two laſt acts 
of Mahomet. I appear before my maſter with 
empty hands, but he muſt grant me his pardon ; ; 
my afflictions have again all overtaken me. 
Did the enemies who perſecuted me know how 
much I ſuffer, I believe they would bluſh at 
their own envy and hatred; for how might they 
envy the man whoſe every hour, almoſt, is 
marked by pain; or why hate him who employs . 
his intervals of eaſe. only to render himſelf leſs 
unworthy of affording pleaſure to thoſe who 


love the arts and mankind ? 
C 4 Madame 
; * 


— y 
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Madame du Chatelet will not depart for the 
Netherlands till toward the beginning of No- 
vember, and. I do not think, my, health would 
permit me to accompany her were. the to ih 
ſooner. PO 

1 read Machiavel wheneyer my ill bealth and 
my ſtudies will permit. * haye the vanity. to. 
think that the moſt diſguſting of the writings 
of this author i is the chapter Della Crudelta, in 
which this ingenious and political monſter has 
the effrontery to ſay Deve per tanto un Principe 
non fi curare dell' infamia di crudele j and {ll 
more eſpecially the 18th chapter, intitled, In 
che modo i principi debbiano offervare la fede. 
If I might, venture to ſpeak what I think to 
your royal highneſs, who, in heart, mind, and 
rank, was aſſuredly born the judge of theſe 
ſubjects, I ſhould declare that I find neither 
reaſon nor underſtanding in this chapter. It is 
a very excellent proof truly that a prince ought 
to be a villain, becauſe Achilles, according to 
the fable, was fed by an animal half a beaſt 
and half a man. If indeed a fox had been the 
4 of Ulyſſes, there might have been 


” A prince ought not ny ageing infamy that at- 
tends on cruelty. 
+ Of the manner in which Pack ought to obſerve their | 
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ſome Juſtice in the- allegory. , But what con- 

cluſion can be drawn from Achilles, who is 

repreſented as the moſt eee, and ** 

politic of men? | 

In the ſame chapter he affirms it is . 

to be perfidious; perche gli uomini ſono triſti*; and 

a moment after he adds, ſono tanto ſemplici gli 

uomini che colui che inganna trovera ſempre chi ſe 

laſcera ingannare.+ _ 
It ſeems to me that the preceptor of vice 3 

ought to be thus ſelf-contradiftory, 
I have not yet received the notes of Amelot 

de la Houſſaye; but what commentary can be 

neceſſary to my prince to diſcover the falſe, or 

to confound the unjuſt? Bleſſed be the day when 

his amiable hands ſhall have finiſhed a work on 

which the happineſs of man will depend, and 

which ought to become the catechiſm af kings 

I I know not what reception the manifeſto of 
the emperor againſt hjs general, and againſt his 
plenipotentiary, would meet with in this cate- | 

chiſm. It is not for me to caſt a glance ſo of 

high. N : | 


Paſtorem, Tiyre pingues | 
Paſeere oportet over, nec regum bella referre. 


* Becauſe men are wicked. | 
+ Mankind are ſo ſimple that he who withes to-daceive wil 
always find thoſe who will ſuffer themſelves to be degeived. 5 
I have 


26 *- yosrnvMovs works 

have been viſited by the ſon of M. Gramkan, 
who appears to me to be a young man of merit, 
worthy of 9 and liſtening to your _—_ 


— 5 
I hear nothing more of the j journey which the 


baron von Kayſerling was to make to Paris; I am 

afraid leſt I ſhould be gone without having ſeen 
a-perſon-with whom I ſhould have paſſed whole 
days in ſpeaking of a prince who does honour 
to humanity. Madame du Chatelet has written 
to your royal highneſs. I am with the moſt 
profound ref Peet, and the moſt tender e 


Ke. 


mer 
From ibe Prince Royal. 


MY DEAR FRIEND, X Remuſberg, Nov. 5, 1739. | 

I wAS as much mortified by the infirm 
ſtate of your health as I was rejoiced by the ſatis- 
faction which you teſtify at reading my preface. 
I conſign over the ſtyle to be criticiſed by every 
Zoilus on earth; yet, at the ſame time, perſuade 
| myfelf i it will bear examination, fince it contains 
nothing 
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nothing but truths to which every Slings man 
muſt neceſſarily aſſent. | 

The refutation of Machiavel, in as of 
which you intereſt yourſelf, is finiſhed, I am 
at preſent beginning with the firſt chapter, to 
correct, and, if poſſible, to render the work 
worthy of poſterity. That I may not keep you 
in ſuſpence, I ſend you a few morſels of this 
rough marble, which are not yet poliſhed. 
A week ſince, I ſent the preface to the mar- 
chioneſs. Vou will receive the chapters in or- 
der, and corrected, when they ſhall be complete. 
Though I do not wiſh to put my name to the 
work, I yet deſire, if the public ſhould ſuſpect 
the author, that it might not do me an injury. 
For this reaſon, I beg you would have the good- 
neſs frankly to point out whatever needs cor- 
rection. Youwill perceive that any indulgence, 
in ſuch a cafe, would be prejudicial and fatal to 
me. fl mch 32 nN £ 
I informed a certain perſon of my deſign to *. 
refute Machiavel, and this certain perſon aſſur | 
me it was loſt time, ſince the complete ref 
tion of Machiavel's I Principe might be found 
in the political notes on Tacitus, by Amelot de 
la Houſſaye. This induced me to read Amelot, 
and his notes, in which I did not find what I 
had been taught to expect. Some of the maxims 
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of ſuch dangerous and deteſtable HARE are 
there refuted, but not the whole, as a wor. 
Where the ſtyle would permit me, I have 
mingled the pleaſant and the ſerious, and have 
added ſome ſhort digreſſions to thoſe chapters 
which preſented nothing very intereſting to the 
reader. Thus the reaſonings, which could not 
fail to inſpire languor by their dryneſs, are fol- 
lowed by ſome hiſtorical or critical remarks, to 
keep the attention of the reader alive. I have 
been ſilent, wherever prudence told me ſilence 
was neceſſary; nor have I permitted ay pen 
to endanger my tranquillity. b 1 | 
am acquainted with numerous ancodvres of 
the courts of Europe, which certainly would have 
diverted my readers, but I ſhould have com- 
poſed a ſatire which would have been the more 
offenfive by being true; and this is what I never 
vill compoſe. I am not born to afflict princes; 
I would rather render them wiſe and happy. 
In this packet you will find five chapters of 
Machiavel, the plan of Remuſberg, which 1 
| þave long been indebted to you, and ſome pow- 
ders which will be excellent for your cholic ; I 
uſe them myſelf, and they are of infinite ſervice 
to me. They muſt be taken when going to bed, 
mixed with pure water. 5 


Adieu, my dear, my ever ill, and ever Wk 
4 = ſecuted 
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ſecuted friend; I leave you to take up my work 
again, and, with the ſame pen which wrote the 
eulogy on the incomparable author of the Hen- 
riade, to blacken the infamous and villainous 
character of the advocate of vice. But this pen 
may much more eaſily confound the corruptor of 
the human race than be able to praiſe the pre- 
ceptor of mankind. Eloguence i is afflicted when, 


having great things to ſay, ſhe finds herſelf con- 


tinually inferior to her ſubject. . 

My friendſhip to the marchioneſs, and my 
compliments to your friends, who ſhould be my 
friends likewiſe, ſince they are worthy to. be 
yours. 

I am with all fincerity, and poflible tender- 
nels, my dear Voltaire, &c. C 


LE T E K ent 
From M. de Voltaire. 


November, 1739. 
Bont wand' ring Baltimore thy ſhip, no more 
Land on Sarmatian or Moriſcan ſhore; 
Plough not the ſeas of Bengal or Peru 
Thou, Algarotti, eager to purſue, _ 
| Through various climes, a ſage in early youth, | 
Wildow nad pleafure, poetry and truth, ö 


3 
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Of man, his preſent and his future doom, 
At wanton Venice, or at beaſtly Rome, 8 8 
At German feaſts, French plays, court, cottage, cel, 
In ſearch; aſking of al what none can tell 
| Modern Diogenes, no more enquire : YG] AT 
Throw by thy lantern, let thy light expire: 15 
A man is found ! An honeſt, r 
Mount Remus is the place of his abode. 
A king of hearts To this fam d mount repair, 
Behold the ſage, and end your travels there. 
Him having ſeen, there's nothing more to ſee ! 
Heav'ns! When ſhall I at this bleſt mountain be? 
Where juſtice,” wit, philoſophy, combin; d 
With every virtue, form one mighty mind? 
Olympus, Sinai, Thabor, are o'ercaſt! | 
Their ancient radiance Remus has furpaſs'd 1 
No more of Phœbus' lyre, Jove's thund'ring nods, 


Of preſent heroes, or of former gods z | 
Effac'd are they, their fame and ancient rites ; 


Lo! Frederic comes! The god in whom my heart delights! 


I aſk pardon, fir, a Sinai and Thabor. Hur- 
ried away by my ardour, I have ſaid more than 
I ought to have ſaid. Neither have the thun- 
der and lightning of Mount Sinai any relation 
to the philoſophic life which is led at Mount 
Remus; nor is there any exiſting diſpute be- 
tween the transfiguration on Thabor and the uni- 


formity of your charming character. In fine, 


your royal highneſs muſt pardon! enthufiafm, of 
which ſurely I might be permitted to have a 
little; I who had but Juſt read the beautiful 


epiſtle 
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epiſtle with which your French muſe regaled 
lord Baltimore! ] perceive my prince has trea- 
ſured up the Engliſh language, as a part of his 
knowledge. Dulces ſermones cujuſcumgue linguæ. 
I imagine this lord Baltimore. maſt have been 
greatly ſurpriſed to ſee a German prince write 
French poetry to an Engliſhman, But what 
can be ſaid? I am more ſurpriſed than he. I 
cannot interpret this miracle of nature. I once 
again aſk how can it happen that any one ſhould 
write ſo well in the language of a country which 
he never ſaw ? For the love of God, fir, tell 
me your ſecret. 
I too ſhould ſend verſes. to your _ high 
neſs, if J durſt. You ſhould have had the fifth 
act of Mahomet, but it is not yet tranſcribed, 
The four firſt are now in a more poliſhed ſtare ; 
if your fine genius found ſome ſatisfaction in 
that feeble ſketch, I will venture to hope you 
will ſhew the ſame indulgence to the work when 
finiſhed. You will no longer meet with certain - 
repetitions, and certain looſe unconnected lines, 
which were ſo many ſtumbling-blocks. You 
will ſee paternal love and the ſecret of the birch 
of the children of Zopyrus in a much more in- 
tereſting and grand point of view. Zopyrus, 
ready to be aſſaſſinated by his children them- 
ſelves, offers up his prayers for them only, and 


5 is 
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is ſtabbed, by the hand of his ſon, while he re- 
queſts the gods to grant him a fight of this ſon. 
Is fanaticiſm painted as you could with ? Have 
1 well expreſſed the horror which Ravaillac, 
Poltrot, Clement, Felton, Salcede, Ehud, and I 


had almoſt ſaid Judith, ought to inſpire? For, 


in fact, what good king might not be in danger 


of aſſaſſination, were religion to teach us to kill 


the ſovereign who might be ſuppoſed the enemy 


of God? 

This is the firſt tragedy 3 in which ſuperſfition 
has been attacked, Would it were ſufficiently 
worthy to be dedicated to a prince who, of all 
others, can beſt diſtinguiſh between the worſhi p 


of a being, infinitely good, and fanaticiſm, in- 


finitely deteſtable ! 

I have lately ſeen other works, on very dif- 
ferent ſubjects, but ſubjects more worthy of your 
royal highneſs : I mean a courſe of mathema- 
tics, by M. Clairaut, a young man who wrote a 
book on curves at the age of fourteen, and who 
has lately been, as your royal highneſs knows, 


to meaſure the earth at the polar circle. He 


treats mathematics as Locke has treated the hu- 
man underflanding. He writes with that me- 
thod which nature employs; and, like as Locke 
followed the mind in all its relative ideas, he 
follows geometry in the ſame route, which men 
ws | have 


+ 4 


— 
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| have taken for the diſcovery of the truths of 
which they ſtood in need. Thus it was the 
neceſſity which men were under to meaſure 
which, according to Clairaut, was and is the 
true maſter of mathematics. The work 1s not 
entirely concluded, but the beginning appears 
exceedingly eaſy, and COT exceedingly 
uſeful. 

Bur the moſt uſeful of theſe works, fir, is 
that of which I am in expectation, by the hand 
formed to render men happy. 

I, poor creature as I am, am again going to 
my elements of Newton, of which a new edition 
is wanted at Paris. But this labour I fhall re- 
ſerve for Bruſſels. I am on the wing Il attend 
Emily and the dutcheſs de Richelieu to Cirey, 
whence I ſhall continue my Journey into Flan- 
ö ders, &c. 


bl 5 
| 


I. E TT „ Cn. 


Fyom the Prince on 
2 0137 baus Pty; 
ar nan {FRIEND. Berlin Dec. 4, 1739. | 


"I You AGE me your new tragedy com- 
p oO now expect if with great curioſity 
Vol. v11, 5 D ö and 
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and impatience. . I have already been charmed 
by the firſt ardour of your immortal genius, and 
4 judge of the finiſhed Zopyrus by the beautiful 
ſketch that I have ſeen. It is a St. John, who 
promiſes highly in behalf of the work which is 
to follow. I ſhould be ſatisfied, yes, exceed- 
ingly ſatisfied, if during my whole life I could 
write one tragedy like that of Mahomet, without 
correction. But every man is not permitted to 
vifit Athens. 

1 ſubmit the twelve firſt chapters of my Anti- 
Machiavel to your judgment, which, though 
they haye been retouched, ſtill abound in faults, 
You muſt be the ſuppoſed father of theſe chil- 
dren, by adding whatever the purity of the 
French language requires, before they appear 
in the preſence of che public. 1 ſhall, in the 
mean time, correct the other chapters, and give 
them all the perfection I am capable of attain- 
ing. Thus do I exchange my feeble produe - 
tions for your immortal works, much in the 
ſame manner as the Dutch, truck their little look- 
ing-glaſſes for the gold of America; nay, and 
am very happy that I have any thing to barter. 

The diſſipation of the court and the city, 
neceſſary attentions, plegfures, indiſpenſable 
duties, and occaſionally teazing idlers, umpede 
| 8 work, and Machiavel 15 oftch obliged to 


"gue 
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give place to thoſe who practiſe his maxims, 
and whom conſequently I refute: We muſt com- 
ply with theſe decorums, which'cannot be avoid- 
ed; and, be our thoughts what they will, we 
muſt ſacrifice to the god of cuſtom, that we may 
not obtain the character of being ſingular and ; 
abſurd; 

This M. de Valori, who has ſo long been an. 
hounced by the public voice, ſo often been pro- 
miſed by the gazettes, and fo tediouſly detained 
at Hamburg, is at length arrived at Berlin. He 
has taught us highly to regret La Chetardie, and 
daily makes us perceive how much we have loſt 
in the departure of the latter. Our whole con- 
verſation at preſent is a theoretical courſe of the 
wars of Brabant, and of the trifles and minutiæ 
of. the French army. I inceffantly meet a man 
who imagines himſelf in the face of his enemy; 
and at the head of his brigade. I continually 
fear left he ſhould take me for a counterſcarp, 
or a horn work, and ſhould very impolitely make 
an attack, He is almoſt always troubled with 
| the ſpleen: He has not the manners of polite 
life; he never ſups, and it is faid the head-ach 
reſpects him too much to incommode him, and 
that he never merits a viſit from this gueſt. | 

We have lately acquired a very able man, | 
and very famous in experimental philoſophy, | 
"REF" whole 
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whoſe name is Celius. He has received inſtru- 
ments to the value of twenty thouſand crowns, 
and will this year finiſh a work which will do 
him much honour; a mechanical machine, that 
perfectly demonſtrates all the motions of the 
ftars and planets, according to the Ne ewtonian 
| ſyſtem. ; 

Perhaps you are not ee with a young 
man who begins to be known, and whoſe name 
is Lieberkuhn, who has an admirable mechani- 
cal genius. He has made aſtoniſhing diſcove- 
ries in optics, and has carried his art to ſuch a 
degree of perfection that he has ſurpaſſed all his 
predeceſſors. He is to return here this autumn, 
after having ſeen Paris. He has remained three 
years at London, and was greatly eſteemed by 
all the learned of England. I will ſpeak more 
particularly concerning him, when J have ſeen 
him after his return. t 

I am delighted at the ſight of thefe 1 
products of my country; they reſemble roſes 
growing among briars and nettles. They are 
like ſparks of genius, which are diſcovered 
among the embers under which, unfortunately, 
the arts are buried. In France, you hve in all 
the opulence of theſe arts; here we are indigent 
in ſcience, which may occaſion us to eftgem 
the little we have the more, 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps you think me a prattler, but remem- 
ber it is a month ſince; I-wrote to you, and that 
rain is never more abundant than when pre- 
n by ſterility. J 

1 follow you to Cirey, dear Voltaire, and bar 
| ticipate both in your pleaſures and your pains. 
Profit by theſe pleaſures as much as you are 
able, for ſo ought a wiſe man to do; enlighten 
us, but not at the expence of your health and 
your life. | 

When will theſe Voltaires and theſe Eimilies | 
travel northward? I fear ſuch phenomena, though 
impatiently expected, will not ſuddenly appear. 
It ſhall not however be ſaid that I have died and 
have not ſeen you, were I even obliged to carry 
you off. There is no adventure I would not 
rather undertake. - Would not you be greatly 
aſtoniſhed if, ſome night at Cirey, you were to 
Tee men arrive in maſks, with torches, and a 
coach, and all things neceſſary to bear you away? 

Such an incident would ſomewhat reſemble that 
of the Pentecoſt, only that we ſhould do you no 
harm, except by taking you from Emily, which 
I confeſs would be harm enough. I do not 

think that either you or Emily are born for 
chicanery; and, Paris happening to be on the 
road of the marchioneſs, judgment may chance 
to go by default. 


Da ' Poar 


38 POSTHUMOUS WORKS. 


Pcor Ceſario, ſtill afflicted with the gout, 
has not ſtruck his tent at Remuſberg; and 
though I continually exert my claims, his dif- 
eaſe will not ſuffer him to come. He loves 
you like a friend, and eſteems you as a great 
man, Permit me to ſpeak in his behalf, and 
to expreſs what pain, and his preſent want of 
_ pleaſure, will not ſuffer him to expreſs himſelf, 
I do not relate the nonſenſe of the town, the 
trifling news of the day, or the frivolities of the 
times. We ought not to depart from our horizon, 
I ought only to ſpeak to you concerning yourſelf, 
or the marchioneſs. But I fear leſt I ſhould 
weary you, by being only the mirror, or the 
echo, of what muſt be admired in you. Preſent 
my compliments to the marchioneſs, and remain 
convinced that I love and eſteem you as much 
as poflible, and that e er conzinne: your 
Vero faithful friend. 


„ | 
SIR, : 13 December 28, 17397 


WHAT can we wiſh in behalf of your 
Foyal highneſs, this year? You poſſeſs every 
thing 
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thing neceſſary for a prince, and more than ſuf- 
ficient for a private perſon, who ſhould have his 
fortune to make by his talents. No, fir, I ſhall 
not wiſh for you, but, if ſo you will permit, for 
myſelf. You know the purport or theſe wiſhes, 


Dt videam ſalutare meum. 
1 ſhall wiſh for the public, too; and that is 


that the public may ſee the refutation which my 
prince has made of the corrupter of princes. A 
few days fince I received-the twelve firſt chap- 
ters at Bruſſels. J had before eagerly read thoſe 
which I had received in France. It is neceſſary 
for the good of mankind, ſir, that this work 
ſhould appear, The world muſt ſee the anti- 
dote preſented by a royal hand. It is very 
ſtrange that among the princes that have writ- 
ten, none of them have choſen ſuch a ſubject, 
which, I will venture to affirm, it was their 


duty to do. No, their ſilence was tacit appro- 


bation. It was well worthy of Henry VIII. of 
England to write againſt Luther, and of Fames 
I. to dedicate a work to the child Jeſus! At 
length, behold a work worthy of a prince! Nor 
can I doubt that an edition of Machiavel, with 


ſuch an antidote at the end of each chapter, 
will be one of the moſt precious monuments of 


literature. 
There are very few of what are called errors 


D 4 againſt 


* 
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againſt the cuſtom of the language; and your royal 
highneſs will ſuffer me to perform my office, 
by adding dots to the 1's. If your royal high- 
naeſs will deign to grant the petition I make, 
and if you will beſtow, this gift upon the public, 


my petition is that you will ſuffer me to write 


a preface, and to be your editor. After the 
honour you have done, me, in cauſing the Hen- 
riade to be printed, you can add nothing, ex- 
cept by confiding the edition of the Anti-Ma- 
chiavel to my care. My function, as it will 
happen, will be ſuperior to yours. The Hen- 
riade may pleaſe ſome curious readers, but the 
Anti- Machiavel muſt become the catechiſm of 
kings, and their miniſters, 

Will you, ſir, permit me to * that, accord- 
ing to the remarks of madame du Chatelet, may 
J venture to add according to mine alſo, there 
are ſome branches of this beautiful tree which 
may be lopt off, without injury to the trunk? 
Zeal againſt the preceptor of uſurpers and ty- 
rants has eaten up your generous ſoul, and has 
ſometimes hufried you away. If this be a defect 
it is very like a virtue. The infinitely good 
God, it is ſaid, infinitely hates vice. However, 
when we have politely abuſed Machiavel, we 
may afterward confine ourſelves to reaſoning. 
My propoſal, which I ſubmit to your judgment, 

may 


- »_ &f 
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may eaſily be accompliſhed. I ſhall wait for 


preciſe orders from my maſter, and ſhall keep 


the manuſcript till he has permitted me to re- 
touch and diſ poſe of it. | | 
It is for your royal highneſs, Mareen to 
ſend me French writings; I am only an inef= 
fectual ſervant; I receive but do not give. I 
am making ſome emendations in the Machiavel 


of Aſia. I am planing the knots out of Mahomet, 


the original ſketch of which you have ſeen. I 


ſnall not here continue the hiſtory of the age of 
Louis XIV; I am ſomewhat diſguſted with it, 


though it was my intention to write wholly in 
the moderate language of which your royal 


highneſs has ſeen a ſpecimen: beſide that I am 
at preſent without my manuſcripts, and my 


books. I ſhall again apply myſelf a little to 
phyſics. Why am I not with ſuch men as 
. Celius, and others whom the fame of your 
merit has already drawn to Pruſſia? 

I have been told that the ambaſſador ſo often 
announced was worthy both to dine and ſup, 
but I perceiye he deſerves only to dine. I re- 
ceived a letter from Algarotti, dated London 
October 1ſt, which has lain three months for 


me, at Bruſſels. Algarotti continues in aſtoniſn - 


ment at all he has ſeen at Remuſberg. What 
a prince it is! exclaims he. He cannot recover 
from 


. 
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from his ſurpriſe. Alas! Sir, wliy 1 not I 
Algarotti? Why is not M. du Chatelet Balti- 
more? Were Lneoueith Eaily:] Qiodbd dic if I 


were not with you. 
I am with the moſt profound reſpect and the 


rondereſ — &c. 


1 E 1 T E R CIX. 
Hom the Prince Royal. 


MY DEAR vorratrt, | Berlin, Jan. 6, 1740, 


TI E reaſon why I deferred writing to you 
was nothing more than my unwillingneſs to ap- 
pear with empty hands. I take this opportunity 
to ſend you five chapters of the Anti-Machiavel, 
and an ode on flattery, which leiſure has permit 
ted me to write. Had I been at Remuſberg, 
you would have received the very dregs of my 
work; but it is impoſſible to make much progreſs 
amid the diſſipation of Berlin. 

The Anti- Machiavel does not deſerve to by 
announced in my name to the king of France. 
This ſovereign has ſo many good and great 
qualities, that my writings are by no means 
neceſſary for their developement. Beſide, I 
wrate freely, and {poke of France as of Pruſſia, 

7 England, 
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England, Holland, and all the powers of Europe, 
It is proper that the name of an author ſhould be 
unknown, who writes only for the love of truth, 
and who conſequently puts no ſhackles on his 
thoughts, When you ſhall have read the con- 
cluſion of the work, you will agree with me that 
prudence requires the name of the author ſhould 
be buried in the diſcretion of friendſhip. 

I am not intereſted, and if I can but ſerve the 
public I ſhall labour without the expectation 
either of reward or praife ; like thoſe unknown 
members of ſociety who are as obſcure as they 
are uſeful, 

My period at court ited over, my period 
for ſtudy will come, In a fortnight, I hope to 
lead that fage and peaceful life in which you 
ſo much delight, and I then propoſe to put the 
laſt hand to my wark, and to render it worthy 
of after ages. I eſtimate my labour at nothing, 
for it is but of ſhort duration; but the produce 
of that labour I eſtimate at much, for it is in- 
tended to ſurvive me. Happy the writers who, 
aided by a luxuriant imagination, and guided 
by wiſdom, are able to compoſe works worthy 
of immortality! They will do more: honour ta 
their age than Phidias, Praxiteles, and Zeuxis, | 
did to the age in which they lived. The in- | 
duſtry of n is much preferable to 
. the 


i 

1 
is 

I 


—— © 


—— 


— 


—— ont oo On 


— 


280 —_ — _ — > ww — — — 


—— : 


— 
CY 


- 0 — D _ - - — — — > - — - — 3 — * — — — — _ — - — Oo — — — 
. ˙ V r , e , , ]§⏑— —ůÄ1 ] qtwũ ( ̃ AůA V 
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the mechanical induſtry of art. A ſingle Vol+ 
taire will do more honour to France than a 
thouſand pedants, a thouſand half wits, and 3 


thouſand great men of an inferior order. 
I repeat truths which I cannot avoid repeat - 


Wee as you cannot avoid maintaining the 


principles of preponderating weight, or the doc- 


trine of attraction. One truth equals another, 


en truths ought to he publiſhed. 
The devotees here are raiſing a dreadful 


4 8 againſt thoſe whom they call miſcreants. 
Falſe zeal is the madneſs of all countries; and 


J am well perſuaded would turn the brain of the 
moſt rational, ien ee. 
8 1 n 

But what is moſt danger W che vertigo 
ſelves on a whole ſociety, no perſon is allowed 
to remain neuter ; each man is required to take 
one fide or the other, and to enliſt under the 
banner of fanaticiſm. This, for my own part, I 
own I ſhall not do. I ſhall remain ſatisfied with 
compoſing ſome pſalms to give a good opinion 


of my orthodoxy. Waſte a few of your mo- 
ments, dear Voltaire, after the ſame manner; 
and with a ſacred quill ſcribble a few of your 
harmonious and melodious rhymes. Socrates 
offered incenſe to the Penates. Cicero, who 
cannot be accounted one of the credulous, did 
the 
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the ſame: It is neceſſary we ſhould comply 
with the whims of ſilly people to avoid blame 
and perſecution; for, after all, the moſt de- 
ſirable thing in this world is to live in peace. In 
the company of fools let us be fooliſh; that 
we may attain this ſtate of tranquillity. 

I hear of Bernard and of Greſſet as of the au- 
thors of great works. I am told of poems which 
do not appear, and of pieces I believe deſtined to 
die incognito, without having ſeen the light of 
day. Theſe young poets are too idle for their 
age; they wiſh to gather laurels without giving 
themſelves the trouble to feek them, and are 
ſatisfied with the moſt inſignificant harveſt of 
fame. How great is the contraſt between their 
indolence and your laborious activity! I affirm 
that two years of your life are worth ſixty of 
thoſe of Greſſet or Bernard. I will go farther, 
I will affirm that twelve thinking beings, who 
think deeply, will not, in a given time, furniſh . 
a quantity equal to you. But this is one of the 
gifts which Providence beſtows only on men of 
great genius. May that Providence ſhower its 
beſt” gifts upon you; that is to ſay, may it 
ſtrengthen your health, that the whole world 
may long profit by your talents and your writ- | 
ings. In theſe no perſon, dear Voltaire, takes 


ſo much intereſt as your friend, who is, and 
Jen 3 ever 


46 BOSTUUMOUS WORKS. 


| ever will remain, with * 


een e. 
LETTER cx. 
" Prom the Prince Royal. 


Betlin, Jakks 10, 1740; 


— of France thou haſt increardy 


For which a childih, old, ungrateful prieſt 
Gives thee his benediQion * : this, I've heard, 
A mode of puniſhment Aren be, but not reward! 


1 hve read your ſhort work on 10 age of 


Louis the Great. Were this prince living; 


you would be loaded with honours and rewards; 
but in the preſent age it ſhould ſeem that good 
taſte, as well as the old cardinal, is in its dotage. 
Lord Cheſterfield ſaid, in the year. 25, that the 
world was gone mad; and in the year 40, the 
world ought in my opinion to be fent to Bedlam. 
After the vexations and perſecutions you have 
endured, no perſon. can think of writing; every 
thing will be criminal, every thing . 
„ The Ball edition; pirkaph more corfefly bt Iſs plea- 

ſantly, reads has baniſhed ther. T. | 
nable; 

| 

| 


| 
\ 
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nable; there is no longer either innocence 
or freedom for authors. Still, however, I con- 
jure you, by all the influence I may have over 
you, by the divine Emily, and' for the love of 


your own glory, to finiſh the incomparable 


hiſtory, the cogumencetent of which you have 
intruſted to me. 


Heed not though Envy yelp and prate, 
Or holy Father fulminate; 
Wild Fancy's Phantom, that, of yore, 
Our fooliſh anceſtors t'adore 
Were idly prone, and who declates 
He underſtands all heav'n's affairs, 


Theugh few regard what now he ſays. 


Heed not the Bigot's blame or praiſe 3 
Shopld Zeal and Spleen their fury vent, 
Contemn their curſes impotent. | 


Laugh at th' octogenarian rage 
Of him who, in declining age, 
Prieſt, ſtateſman, cardinal is ſeen, 
The heir of artful Mazarin; 
Who keeps vile Machiayel in view | 
In ſpeech a ſophiſt; ever true 
Fo intereſt, while through crooked ways, 
Fallacious lures and falſehood's maze, 
He ſecks to graſp the balance held 
By Albion proud, who has compell'd, | 
That Europe might in ſafety ION 
The Auſtrian and the Gaul to keep 1 
Sach akt ne n 
Exceſs of pow r, and peace maintains. 
* Herd 
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Heed not the furious prelate's rage 172. 
Heed not though Vice and Folly wage 
Inceſſant war; in their deſpite, | | 
Honour thy country ſtill, and write. 


When holy liars have difplay'd 
The ſacred tricks in which they trade, 
Or when tꝰ increaſe their ſilly ſe, 
Saint Medard's miracles they act, 
Let Louis ftretch the hand of pow'r : 
But never let the monarch low'r 
On thoſe ſuperior minds that glow _ 
With all the wiſdom they beſtow! 
Thoſe legiſlators of mankind, _ 
| Who captivate the heart and mind ! 


Son of the Graces, friend of truth ' - 
And freedom from thy earlieſt youth, 
Exert thy pow'r, nor live in dread _ 
Though thunders rumble o'er thy head! 
Greſſet nor Bernard imitate, 

Nor let thine ardour once abate ; 

In indolence let them remain; 


Though killing blights, in evil hour, 
Wither the choiceſt ſweeteſt flow'r, 
Buds newly blown, that Flora views, 
And fmiling ſheds her richeſt dews, 
Yet, while the gard'ner looks and fighs, 
He hopes a ſtill more beauteous prize; ; 
Again he tills the teeming earth, 

And flows more fair again take birth A 


Amid the ravages muſt man advance 
Of angry Time, and adverſe Chance. 


, 


-<S 


Revenge 


CORRESPONDENCE. 49 


Revenge thyſelf, Voltaire, and he 
Thou'rt an unconquerable foe ; 

End but the work thou haſt begun, 

The world ſhall own the battle won! 


This will appear to be the advice of ſelf. in- 
tereſt, and ſuch-I will frankly own it to be. I 
have taken infinite pleaſure in reading the hiſtory 
of Louis XIV. and earneſtly defire to ſee it 


finiſhed. The honour you will hereafter ac-_ 


quire by the work will greatly overbalance the 
chagrin you at preſent ſuffer from perſecution. 
We muſt not be ſo eafily repulſed. A man of 
your order ought to know that to leave the hiſ- 
tory of Louis XIV. imperfect would be to oc- 
caſion a bankruptcy in the republic of letters. 
Recollect that Cæſar, while combating the waves 
of the ſea, held his commentaries with one hand 
over his head, chat he might preſerve thein for 
poſterity. 

| How can you ſpeak of my feeble productions, 


after having mentioned your own immortal 


works? It is my duty, however, to render you 
an account of my ſtudies. The approbation you 
beſtowed on the five chapters of Machiavel, 
which J ſent you, encourages me to finiſh the 
four laſt, Were I at leiſure you ſhould ſoon 


have all the Anti-Machiavel, with my correc- 


tions and additions; but 1 am only allowed to 
write at intervals. 
vox. vII. 3 Buſced 
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Buſied in doing nothing, Time, 

That old knave, ſteals away my prime. 

The froſty hand of coming age 

Thoſe boiling paſſions doth aſſuage 

Which early youth to act compell'd, + 

And in impetuous tranſports held. 

Dull forms and ceremonies ſlow, 

By Order led, with ſtately bow 

And meaſur'd ſtep, devoid of grace, 

Of former pleaſures now take place. 
Thus, while to pride and pomp, mile, 

J pay this punctual ſacrifice, 

Mode, cuſtom, and ſet- ſpeech controul, 

And blunt the feelings of the ſoul, 

My languor and my ſpleen increaſe, 

And leave old Machiavel in peace. 

But ſoon again I hope to meet 

Delights ſo rational, and ſweet ; 

Returning to thoſe happy plains 

Where cheerful pleaſure fearleſs reigns ! | 

Where mirth that beſt of wealth beſtows 

Which bloated grandeur never knows! 

Where freedom can that quiet give 

For which alone the wiſe would live ! 


The chapters of Machiavel are copied by one 
of my ſecretaries, whoſe name is Gaillard. His 
writing greatly reſembles that of Ceſario. Poor 
Ceſario ! I wiſh he were able to write! But the 


pityleſs gout attacks him in every limb, and for 


two months paſt has given him no reſpite. 


In pain's deſpite, with garlands crown'd, 
The Smiles by his bedfide are found; 


But 
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But ſnarling Gout again appears, 

And ſoon the {miles are chang'd to tears 
Poor Cupid in a corner ſtands, | 
With uſeleſs bow, and idle hands; 

His weeping mother ſtill adores, 

While he their mutual loſs deplores ! 
Bacchus attempts to eaſe his pain, 

With copious tears of briſk champagne g; 
And grieves a champion thus ſhould yield, 
Who leaves retudtantly the field ! 

His favourite near Momus quaffs, 

And at their noiſy clamours laughs. 

« Your godſhips are, ſays he, but Turks! 
« Impoſtors! Nay, behold your works! 
« But let the youth who weeping hes, 

« Hereafter ſhun you, and grow wiſe.” 


I believe that your gentlemen Laplanders have 
been civil enough to ſend us ſome of the ſubjects 
of olus that have eſcaped from their caverns, and 
whom we could very well have done without. 
I will write to Algarotti that he may pack off 
ſome beams from his country hither; for nature, 
at bay, appears to be in indiſpenſable need of a 
detatchment of heat to reſtore her to life. 

If my powder ſhould once more reſtore you 
to health, I will, from that moment, hold the 
god of Epidaurus in greater reverence than the 
Delphic deity, Why can I not contribute both 
to your ſatisfaction and your health? Why can 
I not render you as happy as you deſerve to 

= ES: be? 


\ 
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be ? Some people in this world have the power 
without the will; others the will without the 
power. Be ſatisfied, dear Voltaire, with the will, 
and with all thoſe ſentiments of eſteem with 
which I remain, &c. 


LEASE en. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIR, Bruſſels, Jan. 26, 1740. 


= RECEIVED y your chapters of the Anti- 
Machiavel, your ode on flattery, and your letter 
in verſe and proſe, which either the abbe de 
Chaulieu or count Hamilton certainly dictated. 
For a prince to write againſt flattery is as ſtrange 
as for a pope to write againſt infallibility. Louis 
XIV. never could have ſent ſuch an ode to Boi- 
leau, and I much doubt whether Boileau could 
to Louis XIV. The only favour I have at pre- 
ſent to beg of your royal highneſs is not to un- 
derſtand my praiſes as flattery. Whatever I ſay 
flows from the heart. My approbation of your 
works, and my thanks for your kindneſs, alike 


eſcape me, you therefore mult pardon them. 
6 I am 
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I am not entirely. baniſhed, as has been af- 
firmed. 


Miſchief in heart may well remain 

Oft him who lately filch'd Lorraine ! 
But, though the ſubtle prieſt may hate, 
Exile 18 not yet my fate, - 
My fins are not to be forgiven : 
I've libelPd monks, and ſlander'd heaven! 
Sinner unſanctified am I, 


That laugh when holy jugglers cry ! 
Nay, I have taunting mock'd at Rome; 


And purgatory is my doom ! 


The fact i is, however, no | perſon has ſpoken 
of Rome with more caution than I have done. 
It ſhould ſeem we muſt not ſpeak at all. There 
is an exceſs of the ridiculous and of dotage in 


this perſecution, which rather excites my laugh- 


ter than my complaints, | 

When, on the one part, I behold the wretched 
attempt to protect Dantzic ; when I ſee incer- 
titude in a thouſand inſtances ; a war, fortunate 
by chance, undertaken in ſelf deſpite, and into 


which we were forced by the queen of Spain ; 


the marine for ten years neglected; government 
annuities * aboliſhed, and the annuitants plun- 
dered, in defiance of public faith ; and when, on 


the other, I contemplate the hall of Hercules, 


which the good man regards as his e 
I exclaim 


* Rentes viageres. 
E 3 Alcides 


[ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


— 
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Alcides-Fleuri, ſhort, decrepid prieſt, 
That in the world he might not ſeem. the leaſt, 
In character reſolv'd to be pourtray'd | 
Like Hercules, an twere but maſquerade ! - 
The people ſtar d! Though he might ſpin, they ſwore, 
They ner Alcides drivelling ſaw before ! 


I well know that things equally contemptible, 
and even more fo, are ſeen in all countries. I 
well know that to remain peaceably at home, 
and ro ſend our generals to prifon for having 
done all they were able to do, and our plenipo- 
tentiaries for having, according to orders, con- 
cluded a neceſſary peace; this, I ſay, is I well 
know not a whit better. Tutto l mondo e fatto come 
la noſtra famigliax. My concluſion is that, fince 
the world is thus governed, it is requiſite that 
the Anti-Machiavel ſhould appear. In times 
of peſtilence, the preſence of a Hippocrates is 
required, I have the twenty-third but not the 
twenty-ſecond chapter, and your royal highneſs 
apparently has not written the twenty-fourth. 
I know not whether you have ſaid any thing of 
the project di cacciare i barbari d'Italia x. It 
ſeems to me that there are at preſent ſo many 
well-behaved foreigners in Italy that to drive 
14 chem out would be rather uncivil. Cardinal 


1 | | We do but as others do. | 
| + Of driving the barbarians out of Italy, 3 


Alberoni 
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Alberoni had an excellent plan, which was to 
form an Italian body nearly on the ſame plan as 


the Germanic body is formed. But when ſuch 
projects are conceived it is neceſſary the author 


of them ſhould not ſtand fingle, or he will be in 
danger of reſembling the abbe de Saint Pierre. 

It is with good reaſon that your royal high- 
neſs thinks men like Greſſet and Bernard indo- 
lent. Inftead of ſaying to them, Yade piger ad 
formicam®*, as Solomon has ſaid; I ſhould ſay, 
Vade piger ad Fredericum. Greſſet, however, 
piques himſelf on his honour; and has lately 
given the world a tragedy of which I have heard 
much good. Bernard recited a canto of his Art 


of Love to me, at Paris, which I thought more 


gallant than that of Ovid, 

For my own part, fir, I am ſo much diſguſted 
with the fifth act of Mahomet that I dare not 
ſend it you. But, if it can amuſe you, I will 
ſend you the comedy of the Devotee ; and, that 
you may have variety, I earneſtly intreat your 
royal highneſs td caſt an eye over the metaphy- 


ſics of Newton, which I intend to add to the 
new edition of my elements, which is foon to 


be publiſhed. 
I have never yet had the citiafaRion to ſee my 


works correctiy printed. I might profit by my 
* Go to the ant, thou ſluggard. 
E 4 ſtay 


ms F, 


4 
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ſtay at Bruſſels to publiſh an edition of them; 
but Bruſſels i is the abode of ignorance. There 
is not one good printer here; not one engraver ; 
not one man of letters; and, were it not for ma- 
dame du Chatelet, I ſhould have no perfon to 
converſe with, on literary ſubjects. This coun- 
try is beſide the country of obedience: the pope | 
has a nuncio here, but no Frederic. 

Madame du Chatelet preſents her reſpects to 
you, in which, fir, permit me to join, with com- 
pliments of condolence in addition to. your 
<harming verſes on the gout of the baron von 
Kayſerling ; but the hope that I ſhall one day ſee 
your royal highneſs affords me ſupport, 


_— - _ l _ 
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EL @ TT R ern. 
From the Prince Royal. 


MY DEAR FRIEND, Berlin, Feb. 3d, 1740. 


I SHOULD have anſwered you ſooner if 
the diſagreeable circumſtances under which I 
am at preſent would have permitted, Notwith- 
ſtanding the little time which 1 can call my own, 
J have found means to finiſh the work on Ma- 


chiavel, the — of which you have re- 
ceived, 
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ceived, and I now fend you the continuat'on of 
my labours, intreating that you would return 
your remarks, I am determined to reviſe and 
correct, without reſpect for ſelf-love, every thing 
you ſhall think unworthy to be preſented to the 
public. I have ſpoken too freely of all great 
princes for me to ſuffer the Anti-Machiavel to 
appear under my name, I have therefore re- 
ſolved, when it ſhall be corrected, to have it 
printed as an anonymous work. Fall without 
pity, therefore, on every fatirical alluſion which 
you think ſuperfluous, and do not ſuffer a ſingle 
fault againſt grammatical purity to eſcape. 

_ I wait impatiently to ſee the tragedy of Ma- 
homet finiſhed, and retouched. I have ſeen it 
at its firſt riſing; what will it be at broad nqon ? 

So you are returned to your philoſophy, and 
the marchioneſs to her law-fuit! Really, my 
dear Voltaire, you are neither of you in your 
proper place. We have a thouſand philoſo- 
phers in Europe; but no poet, no hiſtorian, in 

any degree, your equal. Normandy itſelf has a 
hundred marchioneſſes at law, but not one who 


applies herſelf to philoſophy. Let me intreat 


you to apply to your hiſtory of Louis XIV. and 

ſend for your manuſcript and books to Cirey, 

that there may be no delay. 

Valor: ſaid you were baniſhed France, as a 
pertur- 
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perturbator of the catholic religion, and I an- 
 ſwered that he was a liar. I wiſh the old Ma- 
chiavel, bound in Roman purple, would aſſign 
Berlin as the place of your exile. My deſires 
all center in Remuſberg, as yours do in Cirey. 
I figh to return and ſalute my houſehold gods. 

Poor Ceſario continues ill, and cannot an- 
ſwer you. | 


An age of torments are three months diſcaſe ! 
The ſuffering ſoul has little hope to pleaſe ; 
Its pow'rs benumb'd can ſcarcely life detain : 
Or, if it live, it only lives in pain. 
Sweet are the ſounds that tremble on thy lyre, 
And more than pharmacy might health inſpire ; 
But not thoſe dulcet ſounds can move that mind 
Which Sickneſs, ftern-ey'd Pain, and pale Grief bind! 
In vain to write would poor Ceſario try; 
Eagle encag'd as well might hope to fly. 


Conſole me, dear Voltaire, by ſending your 
charming works. You will call me inſatiable, 
but I am like thoſe perſons who, having much 
acidity in the ſtomach, have need of nutriment 
more frequently than others. 

I am glad Algarotti does not loſe all recollec- 
tion of Remuſberg. It is a place at which men 
of genius will never be forgotten, and at which 
I do not deſpair of ſeeing you. We have juſt 
been treated with the ſight of a little bear 1n 
petticoats, a Ruſſian princeſs, whoſe only mark 


7 | of 
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of humanity is her dreſs. She is the daughter 
of prince Cantemir. 

Be pleaſed to give the marchioneſs my letter, 
and remain ſatisfied that the eſteem I have for 
you will never end. 


— Dua... —— 
LETTER CXIIL 


From M. de Voltaire. 
COoURTIERS and forms and grandeurs are adjourn'd, 
And you, tis ſaid, to Ruppin are return'd ; 


Where you, eſcap'd from flattery's dangerous charms, 
With dalliance bleſt, recline in virtue's arms. 


The gazettes ſay your royal highneſs keeps 
| Houſe there, where there is no doubt a ſtall for 
Pegaſus, which appears to me the horſe you 
mount ofteneſt. You are aſtoniſhed, fir, that 
my weak ſtate of health has left me ſufficient 
force to write ſome works of mediocrity, and I 
am more ſurpriſed that the ſituation in which 
you have ſo long been has left you ſufficient 
freedom of mind to perform things ſo ſingular. 
To write poetry, when I have nothing to do, 
does not terrify ; but to write poetry ſo well, 
in a foreign language, and at fo violent a criſis, 
is very much beyond my powers. 


In 


5 _— 


60 POSTHUMOUS WORKS. 


In ſportive mood, you now regale 
Vour hearers with poetic tale; 
Anon, more grave, in godlike ſong, 
The moral theme ſwells loud and ftrong ! 
To govern form'd, and form'd to pleaſe, 
*Tis yours alone, with equal eaſe, 
I“ aſſume or to relinquiſh ſtate, 
And win in ſmall things, as in great. 
| Rulers there are, and many ſuch, 
Of whom I cannot fay ſo much, 


I have not the works of Boileau here, but I 
recolle& that he employs two lines to tranſlate 
the verſe of Horace. 


Tantalus a labris ſitiens fugientia captat 
Flumina, 

You, who are the Boileau of princes, tranſlate 
it in one; but ſo much the better, it is the 
more ftrong and energetic : I love to perceive 
in you imperitoriam brevitatem. 

The Germans are not in general reproached 
with brevity of ſtyle. And here, let me juſt ob- 
ſerve that, having done myſelf the honour to 
prove you have this trifling ad vantage over 

| Boileau, it is not ſurpriſing that J ſhould tell 

you, in all humility, your epiſtle contains many 
lines which I ſhould have been very proud to 
have written. Your royal highneſs underſtands 
the art of expreſſing yourſelf as well as that of 
being happy under all ſituations. It is ſaid here 
A | | that 
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that his majeſty is entirely recovered; the prayers 
of your virtuous heart have been heard. 
You will ever ſay like Horace 


Nave ferar magna, an parva ferar, unus et idem. 


Once more, fair Science, Pleaſure, Friendſhip, haſte, 
With you the ſweets of ſolitude to taſte. 

From Remus wiſdom learning, kings ſhall own, 

| Where'er you fix your ſeat, there ſtands a throne, 
With you the Virtues reign, with them the Arts; 
Subdued your paſſions are; ſubdued our hearts! 
No richer diadem you need to bear ; 

Vice only ſuch poor trappings ought to wear. 

How many ſtilted dwarfs, whom crowns adorn, 

By flattery heroes call'd, ſeem giants born ! 
While dazzled Folly only knows to gaze, 

And while Ambition laviſh homage pays, 

They're ſhunn'd and piticd by the truly wiſe, 
Who turn to Remuſberg their raviſh'd eyes! 


I have ſent off a large packet, ſir, for that 
delightful retreat, of greater worth than any 
thing I could fend of my own, to your royal 
highneſs, which is the Leibnitian philoſophy of 
a French lady, become a German becauſe of her 
attachment to Leibnitz, and ſtill more becauſe 


of her attachment to you. 


The preſent is a period during which I could 
heartily wiſh to ſee a ſecond volume of the ſcnti- 


ments of a certain member of the Engliſh pat- 


hament 


—— 
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lament on the affairs of | Europe. It ſeems to 
me that thoſe of England, Sweden, and Ruſſia, 
will merit the attention of this worthy citizen. 
We ſee Sweden, formerly ſo threatening, be- 


come circumſpect, embarraſſed by fears for her 


freedom, and undecided between the money of 
France and England, like the afs of Buridan be- 
tween two bundles of hay. But will not the 


citizen of whom I ſpeak ſend me any commil- 


fion relative to the Anti-Machiavel ? If it be 
intended for the gratification of the public, there 
is ſo little to do that editorſhip only is neceſſary: 
your genius has accompliſhed every thing. The 


_ * remainder can only be adjuſted by printing the 
text of Machiavel and the anſwer in parallel 
columns ; and this wil not make too large a 


volume. | | 

I wait your orders in all things, except to 
admire you. 

It is afflicting that he gout ſhould ſeize the 
hand of the baron von Kayſcrling, when 1 it was 
his intention to write to us. | 


Poor youth, whom Frederic's friendſhip cannot ſave 1 
To whom, long fince, my willing heart I gave! | 
This is a double proof of Fortune's ſpite ; 

I am denied to read, for he's denied to write. 


Permit the Henriade, fir, once again to 
thank 
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chank you for the honour you have done it, 
and humbly to ſay with Statius 
Nec tu divinam Acneidatenta, 
Sed long? ſequere et veſtigia ſemper adora. 


In garb leſs ſplendid, humbler be my fame, 
I dare not emulate great Virgil's name. 


* 


I am with the moſt profound reſpect and the 
enden gratitude, &cc. 


* 


—— 


L. B TT EK c. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


. bet” February 23, 1740. 


I DID not receive the packet of your 
royal highneſs, dated on the third, till the twen- 
tieth, in which I find the cornice of the edifice 
in which each ſovereign ought to wiſh that he 
had placed a ſtone. 

You allow, you even command, me to | peak 
freely; and you are not among the number of 
thoſe princes who, after having deſired to hear 
the truth, are angry at having been obeyed. I 
am fearful, on the contrary, leſt your love of 
truth ſhould hereafter be in ſome degree tinged - 
with vanity. 


I love 


— 


— 
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love and admire the principles of che work, 


to which I ſhall boldly add that, in my appre- 
| henfion, ſome of the chapters are too long. 


Tranſverſi calamo ſignum will preſently remedy 
the evil, and the thread of gold will become 


more compact, and acquire ſuperior weight and 
| brilliancy. 


Vou begin moſt of the chapters by relating 
the ſulſtance of the diſccurſe of Maehiavel iti 
the chapter which you intend to refute. But if 
your royal highneſs means the text of Machiavel 
and the refutation ſhould be printed together, 
might not theſe introductions be ſuperſeded ? 
Though they would be abſolutely neceſſary were 
your work to be printed ſeparately. It likewiſe 
ſeems to me that Machiavel ſometimes earths 
himſelf in one hole, while you are digging in 
aticther. Thus, for example, in the third chap- 
ter lie has theſe abominable words, Si 2 a notare; 
che gli ul mix i fi debboho o vezZegiare o ſpeguere ; 
prrebe fi vendicauo delle leggier i c ſeſſe delle gravi 


non poſſeno.x 


Your toyal highneſs endeavours to ſhow how 
oflons this ſatanic maxim is, but the accurſed 
Florentir e only ſpoke of the uſeful. Will you 


permit a ſho t obfervation to be added to this 


* It i2 to be obſerved that men ought cither to flatter or 
ſtab; b.cauſe the man who is Lightly offended may avenge 


— | 
chapter, 


ComR'ESPONDENCE 65 


ehapter, to prove that Machiavel himſelf ought 
facts? During his own times the uſurper Sforza 
was affaſſinated in Milan; another uſurper of 
the ſame name was confined at Loches, in a 
cage of iron; a third uſurper, our Charles VIII. 
had been obliged to fly from Italy, which he had 
conquered; the tyrant Alexander VI. died bythe 
poiſon which his own hands had prepared, and 
Cæſar Borgia was aſſaſſinated. Machiavel was 
ſurrounded by examples of the fatal conſequences 
of vice. Of this your royal highneſs ſpeaks in 
; Other places. Do you think it will be proper to 
notice it here? Is not this the beſt W ? 
T appeal to your judgment. 
Hercules muſt tell us the manner in which 
Antzus is to be ſtrangled. 
I preſent my prince with a little plan for a pre- 
face, which I have ſketched out; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you, fir, to frame my rude drawing, and fend me 
your ultimate orders, I will make every prepara- 
tion for an edition of a book which muſt contri- 
bute to the happineſs of mankind, 
M. de Valori does me great honour to imagine 
J have been treated like Socrates and Ariſtotle, 
and that I am perſecuted for having maintained 
the truth, in oppoſition to the filly ſuperſtition of 
men. I will, however, endeavour to behave in 
Volk. vi. F ſuch 
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foch- a manner as not to twat 
truths of which the world in general is unworthy. 

This would be like attempting to fix wings on 
the backs of aſſes, * would reward me with 
kicks. 

T have ordered Mahomer to be copied, ſince - 
it is the wiſh of your royal highneſs., I know 
not whether the piece will ever be repreſented ; 
but what matters it to me? I have written it for 
thoſe whothink like you, and not for our fooliſh 
Pariſians, who are unacquainted with any thing 
but love intrigues, which have been baptiſed 
tragedies. 

I imagine your royal highneſs will imme- 
diately receive the tragedy of Greſſet, in which 
I am told there are ſome very fine lines. 

The marchioneſs du Chatelet ſends you her 
reſpects. She is making an abridgment of Wolf. 
This is like geographers who reduce the earth 
to. a globe of two feet diameter; and, for my 
part, I am better pleaſed to travel over the 
world, on ſuch a globe, than to journey from 


Paris to Quito, and from Quito to Pekin. 
My ill health has not ſuffered me yet to finiſh 
the abſtract of the metaphyſics of Newton, and 
the new elements on which I am at work. I 
am in pain three parts of the day, and during 
the fourth I do little of what I ought to do. 
As 
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As ſoon as I ſhall finiſh theſe metaphyſics, if! 
can but obtain a little reſpite from diſeaſe, be 
certain, fir, I ſhall obey your commands, and 
finiſh the age of Louis XIV. It gives me plea- 
ſufe, becauſe it bears ſome reſemblance to the age 
to which you will give birth. With reſpe& to 
the age of the cardinal, I ſhall leave it -un- 
touched ; it is ſufficient for him that he exiſts 
his century, Not long fince the nephew of 
Chauvelin wrote to that ambitious hermit that 
the cardinal was on the decline, and that he put 
on rouge to conceal the paleneſs of his com- 
plexion. The cardinal, who knew this, cauſed | 
the ſame nephew to rub his cheeks, and ſhewed 
him that his rouge was the offspring of health. 

When will that vile gout take leave of the 
Baron von Kayſerling? I am, &c. 


LOT TL KK Av: 


From the Prince Reyal. 
DEAR VOLTAIRE, Beli, Feb. 26, 1946: 
I CAN only write a word in anſwer to 


your very witty letter. My preſent fituation ſo 
F 2 greatly 
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greatly contracts my mind that I have-almeſt 
Joſt the ee of thinking. 
0% 
Wide ſtand the 1 towid which impet * 
In agonizing torment held, 
A Sire rever'd I view ! 
To every deer a flood of tears is due? 
Nor apathy can wiſdom teach; 
Tis what philoſophy can never reach. 


II. . 
Thus ſome huge oak, the foreſt's ancient pride, 
| That many a ſtorm has brav'd, 
When tempeſts i in declining age, 
Rude and unabating in their rage, 


His withering honours rend, 
(How ſturdy once I) is forced at length to bend z 


Nor from th' impending ruin can be ſav'd 
The weakly ſcion at his fide. 
| III, 
What is ambition, what is fame! 
When' Nature ſpeaks, who ſhall not hear ? 
Who ſhall reje& a dying Father's claim? 
When he with terror ſhakes, feel'ſt thou, oh ſon, no fear 


| IV. 
In thunder from the vacant throne 
J hear a warning voice declare 
« Of grandeur and of vanity beware ! 
« Contemplate death and profit by the ſight! 
« Cut off in all his might, 
| Fis ills are now thy own; | 
« Thy Sire to toil and death hath left thee heir: : 
« Of * s infectious paths, once more, beware!” 
| V. Oh, 
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V. 
; Oh, might it be! 
| Thrice bleſt Obſcurity, that I might dwell with thee, 
With eager ſtep and jocund heart, 


Rejecting pomp, deſpiſing crowns, 
And that vile falſehood which the throne ſurrounds, 
To former ſolitude well pleas'd would I depart. 


Theſe verſes will inform you that when the 
heart is full the lips are prolific. I am certain 
you pity me in my preſent predicament, and 
that you are really intereſted. Let me intreat 
you to ſend. me your Devotee, your Mahomet, 
and, in general, whatever you imagine may 
divert me. Aſſure the marchioneſs of my 
eſteem, and be perſuaded that, let fate place 
me in what ſituation it will, you will never per- 
ceive any change in me, except that ſomething 
of the efficacious may be added to that eſteem 
and friendſhip which I have, and ever ſhall 
have, for you. | 

P. S. I often think of that paſſage in the 
Henriade which ſpeaks of the courtiers of 
Valois. | 

| Ser courtiſans en plrurt, autour de lui ranges . 

I ſhall ſend the Henriade into England to 
have it printed: every preparatory ſtep has 
been taken for that purpoſe. 


— in tears around him rang'd. | 
F 3 LE T- 
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From M. de Taha. 


Bm, March 10, 174% 


"Tis e Why with to ſhun that glorionethroge 
The general voice accords to you alone ? 
A ſuffering Father's pangs you weeping view, 
And Europe gives ſuch filial love its due: 
Tzhb' applauding world ſhall future temples build, 
To him who every duty has fulfill'd ! 
| Oh! Could your royal Sire but truly read 
Thoſe eyes, that weep, the heart that thus can bleed, 
How would he praiſe, with grateful tears, the Power 
That gave him fuch a Son, at fuch an hour! | 
Nor would his breaſt by deep regret. be torn ; 
Pleas'd would he die, remembering you were born ! 
Remembering what a bleſſing he ſhould leave 
His,people, and the world, no more he'd grieve ; 
Except to think——Raſh Muſe, thy babbling ceaſe ! 
Admire the Son, but leave the Sire to ſleep in peace., 


I did not expect your letter, fir, dated Feb. 
26th, and which I received on the gth of March, 
This will. depart on Monday, the 14th, becauſe 
that will be poſt-day for Amſterdam, 

I know not what your, preſent ſituation is, but 
I never have loved, never have admired: you ſo 


much. If you are a king, you will ſoon render 


many 
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many men happy; ſhould you remain prince 
royal, you will be their inſtructor. Could 1 
eſtimate myſelf at any thing, I ſhould, for my 
own intereſt, wiſh you to remain in your happy 
leiſure, and that you might continue to amule 
yourſelf in writing thoſe charming things which 
give me information and delight. Being a king, 
you will only be occupied by the means of 
rendering your provinces flouriſhing, in enter- 
ing into ſage and profitable alliances, in eſta- 
bliſhing manufactures, and in meriting immor- 
tality. I ſhall hear only of your labours and your 
fame; but probably ſhall no longer receive thoſe 
agreeable verſes, nor that nervous and ſublime 
proſe, which, if ſo you pleaſed, would acquire 
you another kind of immortality. The day of a 
king conſiſts but of four and twenty hours, and 
theſe I ſee all employed in the happineſs of man- 
kind ; but cannot ſee a minute to ſpare for that 
literary intercourſe with which your royal high» 
neſs has been pleaſed to honour me. No matter, 
I wiſh to behold you on the throne; for I have 
the honeſty to prefer the felicity of ſome millions | 
to my own private ſatisfaction. 

I continue to wait your commands relative to 
Machiavel. I imagine you will order me to 
print the tranſlation of La Houſſaye, by the ſide 
of your refutation. The more powerfully you 
F 4 will 
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will refute Machiavel, by your conduct, the 
higher are my hopes that you will permit the 
antidote, which you 1 have 80 to 
be printed. FE 

I have done myſelf the honour to ſend your 
royal highneſs Mabhomet. The Devotee is 
tranſcribing ; ſhould ſhe arrive in time to amuſe 
your royal highneſs, ſne will be very fortunate; 
if not, ſne muſt wait a leiſure moment to be 
honoured with your notice. 

I have a ſingular favour to nk of your 
royal highneſs, and this frankly is that you 


vvould not praiſe me quite ſo much, in the pre- 
face which you have deigned to write to the 
HFHenriade. Tou will think me exceedingly in- 


ſolent, in wiſhing to preſcribe bounds to your 
goodneſs; and it will ſeem pleaſant for Voltaire 


to requeſt not to be praiſed by his prince. How- 


ever, I wiſh to be praiſed, I have that vanity to 
exceſs; but I earneſtly requeſt you would per- 
mit me to retrench ſome things to which. I feel 
J have little claim. I reſemble a courtier, whoſe 
deſires are moderate (if you know any ſuch) who 
ſhould ſay to you—Beſtow a little grandeur on 
me, but do not beſtow too much, leſt you ſhould 
turn my brain. 
From the bottom of my heart, I thank your 
royal highneſs, for having changed your idea of 
| all 
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an engraved edition to that of a beautiful im- 
preſſion in the uſual way. It will be better, and 
I ſhall ſooner enjoy the ineſtimable honour you 
have deigned to confer. T cannot promiſe my- 
ſelf. length of life ſafficient for. ſuch. an under-- 
taking as the engraving of the Henriade. I will 
ſoon employ the remaining time which nature 
ſhall grant to finiſh the age of Louis XIV. 

Madame du Chatelet had written to your 
royal highneſs before I received your letter of 
the 26th. She is become intirely the diſciple 
of Leibnitz. I, for my part, draw up the briefs 
in behalf both of Newton and Leibnitz, and de- 
duce a ſtate of the caſe which, if I do not miſs 
take, may be read without contention, 

J aſk a thouſand pardons, great prince, for 
prattling thus, at a moment when you mult be fo 
entirely occupied; but, king, or prince, you 
will ever he my ſovereign; though you have a 
very talkative ſubject. 


I am, &c. 


LETTER - 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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„Err EA cn. 
From the Prince Royal. 


2 VOLTAIRE, Berlin, March 18th, rhe? 


Vo U have very much obliged me by 
your ſincerity, and by the remarks that you 
have aided me to make on the refutation of 
Machiavel. You muſt naturally expect to re- 
ceive at leaſt ſome of the chapters corrected; 


and ſuch indeed was my intention. But this is 


a very fearful criſis to me, and I muſt rather 
think of refuting Machiavel by my conduct 
than by my writings. I promiſe, however, that 
I will correct the whole as ſoon as I have a few 
moments to myſelf. I have ſcarcely had time 
to run over the fanatical prophet of Aſia; I will 
not ſpeak my opinion, for you know we cannot 
judge of works of genius till they have firſt been 
read with cool reflection. 

1 ſend you ſome few trifles in verſe, to hey 
you that I fill up the little void that is left in 
my preſent hours in recreations with Calliope. 

I am exceedingly well ſatisfied at the reſolu- 
tion you have taken to finiſh the age of Louis 
XIV. it is a work that-ought to be finiſhed, for 


+ May 18th, in the Berlin edition. 
7 the 
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che honour of our age, and to render its triumph 
over all that antiquity has produced complete. 
It is ſaid that your eternal cardinal is to be 


pope ; if ſo he may have his apotheoſis painted 


in the dome of St. Peter's at Rome. I doubt 
the truth of the fact, and imagine that the helm 


of the French govermnent is more than equal, 


to the half ruſty keys of St. Peter. Machiavel 
might diſpute pre-eminence with St. Paul, and 
De Fleuri might find it more conducive to his 
glory to dupe the councils of princes, compoſed 
of men of underſtanding, than to cheat the ſu- 


perſtitious and orthodox multitude of thecatholic 


church, 

You will give me great pleaſure by ſending 
me your Devotee, and your metaphyſics. Per- 
haps I ſhall have nothing to return ; but I will 
- truſt to your generoſity, and hope you will kindly 
give me credit for ſome weeks; after which Ma- 
chiavel, and perhaps ſomething elſe * in- 
ſignificant, may pay off my ſcore. 

Incloſed is a letter from Ceſario, whoſe health 
daily ſtrengthens. We are continually ſpeaking 
of our friends at Cirey; I ſee them in fancy, 
but I never ſee them thus without wiſhing a 
dream fo agreeable might be realiſed, which, 
illuſive as it is, is a ſubſtitute for pleaſure. 

Adieu, dear Voltaire ; lay in an ample -pro- 

6 | viſion 


| 
| 
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vifion of health. and ſtrength, Huſband your 
health, eſpecially; be as careful of it as I am 
prodigal of the ſentiments of eſteem and friend- 


| hip in which you will find me ever conſtant. 


| Lam your very faithful friend, &c. 


LETTER CXVII 
From the Prince Royal. 


Berlin, March 23d, 174%, 


FEAR not that empire e er, or Gods, or Fate, 
Th? ecſtatic lyre ſhall cauſe me t'abdicate ; 
Fear not I ſhould prefer, with wavering heart, 
Int'reſt and pride to ſcience and to art: 
As coldly I can dazzling grandeur trace 
As Priam's council look'd on Helen's face, 
Pomp, with her gaudy trappings, cannot hide 
Thoſe rigorous laws which I muſt make my guide, 
Science my miſtreſs is, the throne's my wife; 
The lover would not be a ſlave for life, 

Did not reſiſtleſs Fate, with malice fraught, 
Impoſe the ſhackle which herſelf had wrought. 
The world my will, in juſtice, can't condemn 
I ſwim but with the ſtream I cannot ſtem. 


No barometric change my friendſhip knows, 
Now high, now low, with every wind that blows ; 
The phantom of a title, or a name, 

Can none but weak or vulgar minds inflame ; 


Frora 
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From heaven immortal genius would look down, 
And in Voltaire a kindred ſpirit own ! 
Well then may kings, forgetting lilly pride, 
Poor royalty and dulneſs thrown aſide, 
Quitting thꝰ inſidious paths where falſehood lurks, 
Walpole and Fleuri, with their ſubtle quirks, 
The fool inſatiate and the fawning throng, 
Liſten to thee, enraptur'd at the ſong ! 

And, as thy fingers ſtrike the wondrous lyre, 
Feel heav'nly joys revive, and catch poetic fire! 


Such are my intentions. Be my deſtiny what 


it may, you will ſee me divide my time between 


my duty, my friend, and the arts. Habit has 
made the aptitude which J had for them conſti- 
tutional. When J can neither read nor write, 
I am as reſtleſi as your great ſnuff-rakers, who 
continually put their hand to their pocket, when 
they are deprived of thew box. The ornaments 


of the edifice are changed, without making any _ 


alteration, either in the foundation or the walls. 
This you may happen to ſee in me, for the ſtate 
of my father is fuch that there are no remaining 
hopes of his cure; I muſt therefore Prepare t to 
act my part. 

A private life would better ſuit my Seen 
- than that to which I muſt ſabmit. You know 


I love independence, to renounce which, and 


to ſubject one's ſelf to the painful offices of duty, 
you likewiſe know is a ſevere taſk, My only 
| 7 conſo- 
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conſolation is the thought of ſerving my fellow 
citizens, and being uſeful to my country. May 
I hope to ſee you, or will you cruelly deprive 
me of that ſatisfaftion } This is an idea of con- 
ſolation which dwells on my mind, like the 
coming of the Meſſiah on the minds of the Jews. 
I will make farther corrections in the preface 
of the Henriade ; but you will not take it ill 
that I ſhould leave truths there which only re- 
ſemble flattery becauſe they are often repeated 
in a filly and unſeaſonable manner. I am alter- 
ing ſome of the chapters of Machiavel; but in 
my prefent predicament I proceed but ſlowly. 
Fanatic though he be, I admire Mahomet; he 
muſt do you much honour. The conduct of the 
piece is excellently conceived ; there 1s nothing 
to ſhock probability or rule; the characters are 
perfectly well ſuſtained, The end of the third 
and the whole fourth act have moved me even 
to tears. As a philoſopher you convince the 
mind, and as a poet you affect the heart; and 
almoſt prefer the latter gift to the former, ſince 
men are all born with ſenſibility, but very few 


' with reaſon. 


An ink-ſtand comes, but "7 it came 
I' increaſe my pleaſure and my fame, i 
When this you ſent, *twere ſurely fit 


- You fhould have likewiſe ſent your wite 5 / 
For 


ww 


For this I thank you, as I alſo do the mar- 
chioneſs, to whom I beg you will preſent the 


incloſed box, made at Berlin, from-a ſtone which 


was found at Remuſberg. As I.fear, my dear 

friend, leſt your remembrance of me ſhould not 

be ſo freſh as it was at Cirey, I ſend you my 

portrait, which I hope will never quit your 
finger. 


Should a change happen, you ſhall 3 che firſt | 


to be informed of it. Pity me, for I affure you I 
am much to be pitied. Continue to love me, for 
I am better pleaſed with your friendſhip than 
your reſpect. Be perſuaded” your merit is too 
well known to me for me not to afford you, on 
all occaſions, marks of the perfect enn with 
which Jam, &c. 


L A T T 1 cal 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIR, . Bruſſels, April_6th, 1740. 


I HAVE received a packet of the 18th of 
March, - with which your royal highneſs has ho- 


noured me. You were certainly formed to act 


in a ſingularly excellent x manner; as a proof of 
which 


* 


— 
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which you have been able, in the preſent eriſis 

of your fate, to do things which require the ut- 

mioſt preſence of mind. All you have ſaid on 
patience appertains to the great hero, and the 
great genius; it is one of the beſt things you 
have deigned to ſend me. While thanking you, 
'fr, for the good leſſons which there have 

given me 


Though ſpleen my patience may abuſe, 
Patience no doubt I ought to uſe, 
He who your bigot contradicts 
Sure penance on himſelf infficts. 
Zealots, who moſt forgiveneſs preach, 
And charity pretend to teach, 
Their wrath on all occafions wreak, 
And, like their god, for vengeance ſeek. 


The tranſlation of the ode Rectius vives Licin? 
ſhows that Mæcenas and Horace are ſometimes 
united. You did not 2 to give the literal 


ſenſe of 


Auream quiſquis mediocritatem 
Diligit tutus caret obſoleti 
| Sordibus tedi, caret inviderndd 


You ſo well feel what is proper to our lan- 
; > | guage, and what the beauties of the Latin are, 
that you have not tranſlated o4/oleti rei, which 

. would be exceedingly mean in French. 


0 Loin | 
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* of que plus delicieuſe *. + 5 t 19'7 

- Theſe expreflions are much more dignified in 
French than in the Latin; they are not ſo de- 
ſcriptive, but the great misfortune of our lan- 
guage is, that it is not ſufficiently circumſtantial. 
I muſt obſerve that mediverit? is with us a word 
of five ſyllables ; ; if it be your abſolute determi- 
nation to make it only chree or four, why you are | 
a ptince, and muſt do as you pleaſe. 
The concluſion of the Epiſtle. to M. Jordan 

is a pledge to render mankind happy. You had 
no need to make the promiſe; I will depend 
upon your character, without aſking your word. 
I here add ſome pieces, balf verſe, half proſe, 
that I may pay tribute to him by whom I am 
_ continually enriched. The Epiſtle to M. de 
Maurepas, one of our ſecretaries of ſtate, is as 
applicable to your royal highneſs as to him: 
for, if I'do not miſtake, it is your inclination to 
afford equal protection to all the arts; and Tam 
very certain that, if any one had written the 
edifying book of Marie 2 la cogue, you would 
not have rewarded him with the archbiſhopric 


Removed from the pomp of grandens frugal ſimplicity 
is but the more delicious. 


vor. VIL, G of 
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«| of Sens, and with. an annual income of a hun- 


dred thouſand livres, while men of real talents 
were ſuffered to remain in want. 

I know not whether your royal bighnefs has 
received a certain inkſtand, ſent by the poſt to 
Weſel, ſealed with the arms of the princeſs de 
la Tour, and addreſſed to general Bork, or 
to the governor of Weſel, that it might be dili- 
gently expedited. Vour royal highneſs has ſent 
me ſomething. to drink, and I have taken the 
ins to ſend you ſomething to write with. 95 


Wenne, ire eg 3 24 1 
9 Is no great ek, I wow: > oy tron 
© But, ſhould this horn prolific tem 

| With works divine, mankind will deem . 


.  _* Their thanks to me they owe. 


1 hope your royal highneſs will ck theſe 
excellive freedoms. I wait your final commands 
concerning the refutation of the preceptor of 
ſtateſmen. There is little to alter, and I ſtill 
continue to think it will be an advantage to the 
human race to make this antidote public. 

I am tranſcribing my little Abſtract of the 
Metaphyſics of Newton and Leibnitz, It will 
make a large packet. Muſt I ſend it by the 
way of Weſel? J wait your orders, to which 1 
Jthall always conform ; for you know chat Mi- 
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nerva, Apollo, and I have made me mw 
ſubje&. 

Madame du Chateler will have messer te to 
ſend your royal highneſs ſomething, which will 
be ſome recompence for my tediouſneſs. 

gots | ms &c. Wt 


| eee, 3 | a 
"IS r R cxx. 


Fram the Prince Royal, 


DEAR VOLTAIRE, Toke Berlin, April 15. A8 


Your Devotee+ is arrived at the moſt 
fortunate moment poſſible; ſhe is a charming 
creature The, characters are well ſupported, 
the plot is well conducted, and the denouement 
natural. Cæſario and I have read it with great 
pleaſure, earneſtly wiſhing to ſee it repreſented 
here, before its author, before the friend whom 
we ſo much deſire to meet. My half. ſick, half- 
well friend compliments you for having, ill as 
you are, worked harder, and to better purpoſe, 
than ſo many other authors who are in full health. 
cannot account for a being ſo ie. . 


»Vudated in the Berlin edition, 

| + La Prude,ou la Gardenfe de Caſſette. The Prude, or the 
pou of the Caſket, a comedy by Voltaire. T. | 
21 1 G 2 | us 
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us common mortals, the mind always ſuffers with 
the body. The leaſt thing renders me incapable 
of thought; but your ſoul, ſuperior to the or- 
e ene ittimmphd- over | chem. all. Oh! 
that it might triumph over death himſelf ! | 
Be kind enough to read a ſhort Tale, ill enough 
written, which I here ſend you; and an Epiſtle, 
in which I have thought proper to addreſs a ſort 
of people who are ſeldom inclined to regulate 
their conduct by the morality of poets. Ma- 
chiavel muſt follow when he can. You muſt 


have the patience to wait till I can apply myſelf 
to the Work. 


The people here are ſo deceitful, ſo reſtleſs | 
- fo turbulent, that it is hardly poſſible to eſcape 
che epidemic diſeaſe. All I am able to do is to 
ſtring a few follies in rhime. I wair till I ſhall | 
find myſelf in a more tranquil ſtare, that I may 
recur to occupations more ſerious, and which re- 
quire reflection. We have at preſent a wretched 
round of feaſting ; ; and feaſt we muſt, be the con- 
ſequence what it may. We liſten to a ſucceſſion 
of inconſiſtent harangues, which it is neceſſary 


to applaud with an air of conviction. I ſubmit 


to this much againſt my will, for I hate every 
thing which approaches hypocriſy and falſehood. 

- Algarotti- writes me word that Pine has not 
hs finiſhed his edition of Virgil, and that the 
| Henriade 
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Henriade muſt be laid on the ſhelf in the mean 
time. I have not failed to grumble, far it ſeems 
to me that— | | 


' Since Maro, with becoming grace 3 
As ſoon as you appear'd, gave place, 
*Tis odd that maſter Pine ſhould chooſe 


His paltry honours to refuſe ! | | 


' You ſee, dear Voltaire, the difference there is 
between the decrees of Apollo and the whims 
of a printer. I do but aid the glory of this 
deity by accelerating the publication of your 
work; and I hope ſoon to ſubdue the frenzy of the 
Engliſhman, by gratifying his intereſted avidity. 

Be kind enough to aſſure the marchioneſs of 
my attentions. Take care of the health of the 
man whom I love; and never forget that, ap- 
- pertaining as you do to me, you ought to pay 
every reſpect to the preſervation of the greateſt 

ood the gods ever conferred on me. Let me 
don hear news of your convaleſcence ; and be 
certain that, of all the news I ever ſhall receive 
during life, this will be the moſt agreeable. | 


Adieu, wholly yours, 


Incloſed is a ſmall packet from Srl 1 

" hope you will not remember him with indif- | 

ference, but that you will hear with pleaſure of 
the SONY recovery of his health, _ 

3 LE T- 
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+ "LET. BR; x. 
From the Prince Royal. 


DEAR VOLTAIRE, ein, April 26, 174% 


THe galleons of Brufſels are arrived, 


and have brought me ineſtimable treaſures. I 


am aſtoniſhed. at the prodigious fecundity = 


your Peru. Your means ſeem  inexhauſtible, 


You ſoften the. bittereſt moments of my lite. 
Why cannot I equally contribute to your hap- 
Pineſs ? In my preſent ſtate of inquietude I have 
neither time nor ſufficient tranquillity of mind 


to correct Machiavel. I abandon my work to 
you, perſuaded it will be embelliſhed by your 


hands, It muſt paſs through your crucible, 
that the gold- and the droſs may be ſeparated. 
I ſend you an Epiſtle on the Neceſſity of culti- 
vating the Arts; of this neceſſity you are well 
perſuaded, but there are ſome who think dif- 
ferently, 155 
Adieu, dear Voltaire; J wait for your letters 
with im patience. What relates to your health 
intereſts me as much as the products of your ge- 
nius. Aſſure the marchioneſs of my efteem, . 
and reft' perſuaded 1 cannot be ore re 
khan Tam, 
Your very faithful friend. 


I. E T. 


CORRESPONDENCE, 87 


LEROY TEK. CET 
From M, de Voltaire. 
SIR, | Sa April, 1740. 
Your image haunts me day and night. 


I dream of my Jenn: as a lover — of his 
s miſtreſi * 


Tampus erat ade etal err apts - 
Incipit, et dono divum gratiſſima ſerpit : 
eee eee 


Viſis adeſſe mibi 


I have beheld you 0 ledig a throne of fold 


filver, which had not been raiſed by yourſelf, 
and on which you fat rather in grief than 
| gladneſs— 


More ſorrowful, a dying father to behold, 

Than cheer'd by counier i ſmiles, or globes of glitt'ring 
I ſaw crowds of courtiers, who had neglected 
do viſit his royal highneſs at Remuſberg, aſſem - 

ble to ſalute his majeſty at Berlin 


Their lace, their gilding, and their fringe I ſpied, 

Their native infignificance to hide, 

Nor can I doubt their high and ancient race; 

-Janus was their progenitor, with double face, | 
G4 They 
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They might be deſcendants on the mother's 
fide from the prophet Eliſha, who, according ta. 
the moſt holy Scripture, had a double ſpirit; 
which inheritance has deſcended to many a 
rs * well as to courtiers— 

Surrounded by a motly crew, 
With fage benevolence, I view 


i 105 52 My generous prince - with ſmiles accoſt 
Of former foes a fawning hoſt. 


They duty plead, the plea is good, 
Nor can by Frederic be 'withſtood ; . 


But, while he clemency to theſe Ca: 

He ſhow'rs his favours on his well-tried friends. 
Antoninus, Titus, Trajan; and Julian deſcend- 

ed from heaven to behold the triumph - 

Tpheſe ancient heroes look with much diſdain 7 
Tow'rd Rome, and think they ſurely have miſta'en 
Th“ abode of conqueſt, honour, arts, and arms; 
They own Berlin can boaſt ſuperior charms. | 


They might, if they pleaſed, be preſent at 
che election of a pope ; but Titus and Marcus 
Aurelius are unacquainted with cardinals, and 
| the Holy Ghoſt. Truth, which theſe heroes 
love, is not of the conclave; for I ſaw Truth 
ſtanding beſide the throne of filver— . ! © 
Frankly the hero plac'd her by his ſide; 
She wonder'd at herſelf, and godlike guide; 
Wonder'd, and. bluſh'd with half embarraGs'd a air, 1 


That Truth i in freedom thould be ſeated t there 7 Sh 
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She knew well that the throne was as little 
her place as the conclave, and that ſo much 
honour did not belong to a poor exile; but 
Frederic encouraged her, and ſpoke to her as to 
a perſon with whom he was · well acquainted— 


The Florentine, old Machiavel, | 
Saw this, and ſought his native hell ; 
And as he fled, with ſhame increas'd, 
A cardinal, a ſtateſman, prieſt, 
And Jeſuit, fled with equal pain ; 
Hateful of heav n- born truth, and Frederic's reign, a 


8 1 recalled Machiavel, nor 
would, ſuffer him to depart, after having made 
his appearance, without firſt making honourable 
amends to the human race, in the perſon of 1 its 
protector. He ordered him to kneel- 


And now, confuſed, the Florentine 
Avow'd that Virtue is divine; 
Relufant end that honeſty 

Is ul the ben of policy. 


The Virtues then all began to nk the con- 
queror of Machiavel— " 


1 70 Bags Lg ws e 
beo ape jub et- + 
Mad Prodigality ſhe check 
And treated Avarice with — 
pf Duty and Labour too were ſeen, | 
Win ſovereign and determin'd mien. 
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The Loves, and all their ſportive train 
Were in their turn allow d to reign. 
Courteous to all, on all he ſmil'd : 
| Stern Labour wore an aſpect mild; 
Wulle frolic Loe his tricks was bade t' abate, 


And by Decorum taught to captivate. 


Mars and Policy however pointed to a map 

of Juliers and Berg, and the hero drew his ſword; 
yet was ready to return it to the ſcabbard, for the 
good of his ſubjects, and the happineſs of the 
world. The fine arts came from all countries 
to pay homage to their protector. Muſic, Paint- 
ing, Eloquence, Hiſtory, Philoſophy, laboured 
under his inſpection ; he preſided over all, and 


ſeemed born far theſe arts as much as to govern 


and to pleaſe. A theatre roſe ; an academy was 


farmed, not like that of the forty French Cy- 


phers— 


Ridiculouſly learned, hear them preach 


On airy emptineſs ; or gravely teach | 
How words to weigh, on periods to diſpute, 


And guilty eommas catch and execute, 

This academy, founded by my ſovereign, re- 
ſembled that of the Sciences, and of the Royal 
Society at London. In fine, whatever was good, 
beautiful, true, juſt, and amiable, had aſſembled 
round this throne. I have, not forgotten my 


tans, like the madman of the ſcripture, who 


threatened 
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threatened to put all his ſtate · counſellors to 
death, if they did not divine the viſion that had 
eſcaped his memory; I remember it perfectly, 


and want neither a Daniel nor a Joſeph for an 


r 


Nor were all theſe the phantom of a dream: jets 
With other kings indeed ſuch things but ſcem; vt 


Potent, compaſſionate, as good as wiſe, _ 
My prince my golden dreams will realize. 5 


In my laſt letter 1 reproached my ſovereign 
for having reduced mediocritẽ to a word of four 
ſyllables; the fault was enormous, and one of 
the greateſt he will ever commit. 

Lr 
From the Prince Royal. 2 
MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, Remuſberg, May 3, 1740. 


Ir. muſt be i that your dreams arg 


equal to the waking thoughts of many men of 

wit; not becauſe I am the theme of your verſe, 

but becauſe it 1s ſcarcely poflible to ſay more 

elegant or more agreeable things on ſo trifling 

A ſubject. 

The God of Taſte, to whoſe divine abode 

Thou haſt ſo charmingly deſcrib'd the road, 

Firſt wrote the verſes ; then, to give them fame, 

Before he ſent, he fign'd them with thy t name. 
This 


\ 
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This I cannot but believe: you have mo- 
| ray been guilty of artifice— 


IN "Dies Vedichr tis thourdie communientes; 
"I The God of Taſte but writes what he diQtates. | 


Inform us therefore whether this be . and 


how your ſingular invention could combine ſo 
much imagination with ſo much juſtneſs, ſuch 


en of pre wo "re ſuch 2 tevity. 


Do, Landon their pow'rs tranſmit : 


Jo charm Emilia, thou art fraught _ 
With all the laughing loves have taught: 
And ſage Urania grants that thine 
Shall be her compaſs, rule, and line. 


I imagine this will be a riddle to future times, 
and the touchſtone of thoſe who hereafter ſhall 
wiſhto be learned and amiable. Your dream, my 
dear Voltaire, though exceedingly advantageous 
to me, ſeems to contain the real characteriſtic 
of dreams, which never perfectly reſemble truth. 

But not to mention that many things are neceſ- 
fary to accompliſh this dream, if I am not mif- 
taken, the prophetic ſpirit ſhould have added 


Berlin, thy Genius lately wing'd her way, 
Ober many a wealthy land obliged to ſtray, 
A ſage to ſeek whoſe ample mind, 
Expanſive and reſin d, 
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Tee fre arte might again reftore,' 
To Wiſdom give her ancient lore, + 
Hd all their wants ang) ull their wiſhes grant 

| © Ts find this wond'rous prize, 


Around ſhe caſt her eager eye: 
| mates eee in purple robe g, 
By ſtarving wretch or abje& author prais d. » KEN 
Who ruling France, rules half the globe—. . - | 

2 ener be turn'd, on thee ſhe gi 


- Re relate ne 1 IOROIY 
4 Certes, the throne ay 
4 Of Pruſſia were thy own, 
If nowy?? ſhe cried, © as heretofore, Th 
6 =: 
* Sn the ſage is found! the ſearch is oer 
A En 


© Let knave, or fool, or tyrant, lord it o'er their kind, 


Voltaire ſhall reign the monarch of the mind. 
The Genius of Pruſſia will not ſtop here; but 
will wiſh, be the price what it may, to place you 
at the head of the new academy mentioned in 
the dream. I tell che Genius that we are not 
yet ſo near the attainment men as we 
believe 
Beauty and Emily more potent far 
Than bays and academic honours are. | 
The Genius diſputes the point; and pretends 
to prove that the pleaſure of n is prefer- 


able to that of enjoying. 


—_— 


W * 


1 
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But enough Tis the dictum of prudent Boileau, 
That the eee ao e eee 


F rom the fortunate Genius of Pruſſia I paſs to 
the guardian-angel of Remuſberg, the protection 
of whom” was manifeſt in the dreadful fire by 
which a great part of the town was reduced to 
aſhes. The palace was with difficulty preſerved ; 
but there i is no miracle in its preſervation, for 
you no doubt bnow ant . dan is kept 
there | n 


. ds 4 2 :® Y» 


Thou, bleſt Palladium, 43 —— 
Its ancient turrets, or repel the flames * 
- That ſoon in undulating volumes roſe,  ' 
And half the town in ſitioky ruing laid. 
But thou wert there, great image, and didſt awe, 
* e bs 
By flames affaid, old Troy forgot to guard 
The heav'oly effigy her walls inclos d; 3 
But ſoon ſhe wept her folly, when ſhe ſaw - 
| The Grecian fire thoſe haughty walls conſume. 


This Palladium is placed in the ſanctuary of 


the: palace; that is to ſay, in the library, where 
the arts and ſciences, afſembled, may be ſaid to 


ſerve as its e 


ö The wit, the ſcholar, and the ſage, | 
Ofevery country, every age, 
Collected here, their homage pay, 
Their gifts upon your altars lay 
. . Your 
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_ © '. , Your various works they bow before; 
Proſtrate, your Henriade adore ; 
They liſten, wonder, and revere, | 
” As courtiers eager, and as faints fincere, ON | 
Good Mary of Loretto, ſay, 8 5 
Though ſinners faſt, and bigots pray; | | 
Though prieſts in pompous robes await, 
To ſhew thy jewels, robes, and plate; 
While Ign'rance lifts its ſheepiſh eyes, 
And Craft purloins ſome new-made prize; 
Can praiſe, ſo caught, ſuch bliſs impart, 
As praiſe which flows from feeling heart; 
Spontaneous, nay unceaſing, flows, 
Nor av'rice, guile, nor prieſtcraft knows? 


1 entreat you to criticiſe both my verſe and 
proſe; for, in proportion as the oracles arrive, 
I correct. And, that I may furniſh you new 
| materials for caſtigation, I ſend you a Tale, with 
the ſubje& of which I was furniſhed during my 
ſtay at Berlin. The chief incidents are true; 
the fact is this: 

A perſon named Kirch, an aſtronomer by pro- 
feſſion, and as I believe ſomething of an aſtrolo- 
ger from inclination, died of an apoplexy, A 
miniſter of the reformed church, one of his 
friends, came to viſit his fiſters, who were both 
aſtronomers, and adviſed them not to inter their 
brother, becauſe there had been many examples 

Fes ee who had been buried before they were 
7 341 - really 


LO 
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really dead. The credulous fiſters, in conſe- 


quence of this advice, kept the corpſe three 
weeks before they put it in the grave; which 
they were forced to do, by the diſagreeable 
odour it emitted, in oppoſition to the remon- 
ſtrances of the miniſter, who was in daily ex- 


pectation of the reſurrection of M. Kirch. I 


thought the ſtory ſo ſingular that it deſerved to 
be put into rhime, as a Tale. My only object 

was to amuſe myſelf; and, if it be too long, 
you muſt attribute the error to * intemperance 
for rhiming. 

Suffer not my ring, dear voltaire, ever to 
quit your finger. It is a taliſman, compoſed 
olf wiſhes for your welfare, and cannot but bring 
you good fortune. To this I myſelf ſhall take 
every means of contributing, ws ay, 2 7 that 
1 am, invariably, | * 

© Your moſt faithful friend, 
FR E DERI C. 


Be kind PHE to Give my compliments to 


the e marchionels. 


LE T- 
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LE T/T-£ 2; can. 
From the Prince Royal *. 


F Remuſberg, May 18, 1740. 

STE RN proof, demanding faith, beſets me here ; 
There eloquence delights my raviſh'd ear ; 
Aſſail'd on this ſide, charm'd on that, I find 
Th' ambiguous tyrant, Doubt, enſlaves my mifid: 
Man, born to act, to act is ſurely free ;, 

But reaſon and his paſſions diſagree. 

Nor can his cumbrous organs wiſdom teach; 
That thing call'd Aron is beyond his reach: 
Bodies too vaſt are equally unknown 

Not all his /ens can render them his own 

His ſcientific arts and wiles are vain ; | 

And, pleas'd or angry, blind be muſt remain: 

I his is all the judgment I can give, between 
the marchioneſs and M. de Voltaire. When I 
tread your Metaphyſics, I exclaim, admire, and 
believe: when I peruſe the Phyſical Inſtitutions 
of the marchioneſs, I begin to waver, and know 
not whether I am deceived, or deceive myſelf: 
In a word, a man muſt poſſeſs an intelligence as 
ſuperior to yours, as that which you poſſeſs is 


* 'The beginning of this letter relates: toa Treatiſe on Me- 
taphyſics, in which M. de Voltaire had diſcuſſed ſome princi- 
ples of Leibnitz, nne in her 
LTaſlitutions Phypſigues. "OIL 

VOL, VI, H ſuperior 
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ſuperior to other thinking beings, to decide 
which of you is right. 

I humbly own that I greatly 88 a ade- 
quate cauſe; but that I believe its uſe would be 
infinitely more certain, if our knowled ge were 
as extenſive as this adequate cauſe requires it to 
be. We have only a few ideas of the attributes 
of matter, and the laws of mechanics; but I 
doubt not that the eternal Architect has an infi- 
nite number of ſecrets, which we ſhall never diſ- 
cover, and which conſequently will render the 
application of the adequate cauſe inadequate, 
when employed by us. 

On the other hand, I own that thoſe ſuppoſed 
ſimple beings, who think, appear to me exceed- 
ingly metaphyſical; and that I do not compre- 
hend the vacuum of Newton, and but little of 
the ſpace of Leibnitz. It appears to me impoſ- 
fible for men to reaſon on the attributes and acts 
of the Creator, without being abſurd. I have no 
idea of God except that he is a being infinitely 
good. _ 

I know not whether his freedom and the ade- 
quate cauſe be contradictory, or whether laws 
co-eternal with his exiſtence have rendered his 
actions neceflarily ſubje& to their determina- 
tion; but I am very well convinced that every 
thing | is tolerably as it ſhould be, 1 in this world ; 

| and 
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and that, if God had meant to make us meta- 
phyſicians, he would affuredly have communi- 
cated information, and intelligence, infinitely 
ſuperior to what we poſſeſs. | 

It is to- be lamented that philoſophers are re- 
quired to give a reaſon for every thing; for, 
when they have no palpable reaſon to give, they 
muſt imagine one. Notwithſtanding all this, it 
is my duty to tell you, that I am exceedingly 
well ſatisfied with your Treatiſe on Metaphyſics, 
It is the Pitt, or the great Sancy “, which in a 
ſmall compaſs includes immenſe wealth. The 
ſolidity of your arguments, and the moderation 
of your deciſions, ſhould ſerve as examples to 
all philoſophers, and thoſe who interfere in the 
diſcuffion of truth. The deſire of information 
appears to be their natural end, but the pleaſure 
of contention is too often the reſult, 

I wiſh I were in the peaceful and tranquil 
ſtate in which you ſuppoſe me. I affure you, 
philoſophy appears to me more charming, and 
more attractive, than the throne. Its pleaſures 
are durable; it is ſuperior to the chimeras and 
errors of man; and thoſe who can follow it into 
the countries of virtue and truth, are very blam- 
able to forſake it for that of VICE and illuſion. 


* Tue well-known diamonds. 1 
"of a> | © Efeap'd 
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Eſcap'd from Circe's palace, and the cries 

Of crowds, who fly the virtuous and the wiſe, 

From dangers free, in ſtudy's calm retreat 

I thought myſelf, and thought my bliſs complete; 

But low ring ſtorms and new-born cares obtrude, 
+ And threat to wreſt me from my ſolitude. 


Thus are appearances, in this world, very de- 
ceitful. To tell you the honeſt truth, I muſt 
inform you that the language of the gazettes is 
more than ever falſe, and that the love of life 
and hope are inſeparable from human nature. 
' Theſe are the foundation of that pretended ſtate 
of convaleſcence, the reality of which I wiſh I 
could ſee. The king's malady, my dear Voltaire, 
is a complicatiog of diſeaſes, the progreſs of 
which deprives us of all hope of cure, and par- 
takes both of dropſy and atrophy. The moſt 
alarming ſymptoms are frequent vomitings, 
which greatly enfeeble the patient. He hopes 
and believes he ſhall ſave himſelf, by the efforts 
he makes to appear in public; and this it is 
which deceives thoſe who are not well- eme 
of the true ſtate of things. 


What moſt we wiſh we ne'er enjoy: 
A. miſtreſs charms the am'rous boy; 
A kingdom is ambition's claim; 
The poet hunts an empty name; 
A title courtiers keep in view, 
And ribbands covet, red and blue; 
hs, The 
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The ſage delights in truth, and eaſe: 
But wiſhing is the mind's diſeaſe; 
And man, in every rank and ſtate, 
Muſt firſt reſolve to meet his fate, 
And act his ill allotted part, 
Ere he can know content of heart. 


Then, be my brows with laurel bound, 
Or with more ſplendid bauble crown'd, 
Me ſhall you view with equal pace 
Continue my predeſtin'd race ; 

Nor ſeek without thoſe joys to win 
n e mach 


T his i is the only thing I have to reſolve on; 
for I perceive, with too much certainty, retreat 
is not in my power. I ſhall quit my indepen- 
dence with regret; and while, on the great 
theatre of the world, I aſcend the throne, ſhall 
lament the loſs of my once happy obſcurity. 

- Had I that freedom of mind which you ſup- 
poſe in man, I ſhould ſend you ſomething better 
than- bad verſes : but learn that theſe are not the 
laſt, and that you are menaced with a new epiſ- 
tle.—Another epiſtle !—Yes, my dear TR 
another epiſtle: it mult be ſo. | 

Now we are ſpeaking of poetry, Jet me tell 
you I have ſeen the tragedy of Greſſet, intitled 
Edward. The verſification appears good, but 
I think the characters ill depicted. The paſ- 
ſions muſt be ſtudied, in order to put them in 

| H 3 action; 
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action; the human heart muſt be known, that, 
by imitating its ſecret ſprings, the theatrical 
automaton may reſemble and act conformably 
to nature. Greſſet does not appear to me to 
have drunken at the right ſtream. Individual 
beauties may render his tragedy ſupportable to 
the reader, but will not be ſufficient to give it 
vigour in repreſentation. 
Aure oft Ia voix d un perroquet 
A of colly de Mapomene *. 

He who wrote this fatirical remark has per- 
ceived the real defects of Greſſet. There is 
ſomething indeſcribable, ſomething of the effe- 
minate and the languid, in the part of Edward, 
which cannot fail to inſpire the auditor with dul- 
nels. 

Weary of the tediouſneſs of Mr. Pine, I have 
determined. to have the Henriade printed under 
my own inſpection, and have ſent expreſsly for 
ſome of the moſt elegant filver type that can be 
procured in England. Our artiſts are all at work 
on the plates and the vignettes. Coſt what it 
will, we afe determined to produce a _ 

| piece, worthy of the ſubject— 


The voice of a parrot is very different from that of 
— — *> "This refers to the well-known tale of Greſlet, 
| With 
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With trumpet arm d, I'll act the part of fame 
And to the liſtening world your worth proclaim, 


I imagine you will think me, at preſent, if not 
the moſt impertinent, at leaſt the moſt prattling 
of princes. But prolixity is one of the defects 
of my nation, and errors are but ſlowly eradi- 


cCated. I aſk pardon, my dear Voltaire, on behalf 


of myſelf and my countrymen. I am however 
one of the moſt excuſable of them; for I find ſo 
much pleaſure in converſing with you, that hours 
appear to me no more than moments. If you 

wiſh my letters to be more ſhort, do you be leſs 
amiable: but this, according to the twelfth para- 
graph of Leibnitz, implies a contradyctznn ; con- 
ſequently, &c. 

Continue to love me a little, for I am jealous 
of your eſteem; and reſt perſuaded that you 
cannot do leſs, without much ingratitude to- 
ward him who is with admiration, &c. 


LETTER CXXV. 
From the King. | 


MY DEAR FRIEND, Charlottenburg, June 6, 1740. 


'THE die is caſt—I am not what I was— 
I have been preſent at the laſt moments of the 
| H 4 king, 
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king, his agony, and death. I certainly had no 
need, while ſtepping toward royalty, of ſuch a 
leflon, in order to inſpire me with diſguſt for the 
vanity of human grandeur. 

I had planned a ſmall work on metaphyſics, 
which is thus metamorphoſed to politics. I ima» 
gined myſelf at a tournament with the amiable 
Voltaire, and am obliged to enter the lifts with 
the old mitred Machiavel *. In fine, my dear 
Voltaire, we are not maſters of our own deſtiny ; 
the whirlwind of incident hurries us away, and 
we are driven perforce. Let me entreat you to 
regard me only as a zealous citizen, a philoſo- 
pher; ſomewhat ſceptical, but a truly faithful 
friend. For the love of God write to me as a 
man, and deſpiſe titles, name, and exterior 
ſplendour. 

I have hitherto ſcarcely had time to recollect 
myſelf. I have infinite employment, and am 
giving myſelf more ; but, notwithſtanding all 
my labours, J have ſtill time enough to admire 
your works, and to find in them information and 
amuſement, | 

Aſſure the marchionefs of my eſteem ; tell her 
] admire her, as much as her yaſt knowledge, 
and uncommon abilities, deſerve to be admired. 


The cardinal de Fleury. > 
| N : F. arewel, 
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Farewel, my dear Voltaire. If I live I wil 
ſee you this very year. Love me always, and 
continue always to deal ſincerely with your friend. 


„ 
From M. de Voltaire, 


5BIRXE, June 18, 1740. 


ALTHOUGH your deſtiny be changed, 
the beauties of your mind are the fame. My 
mind however is altered: I was-inclined to miſ- 
anthropy, and was too much afflicted at remark- 
ing the injuſtice of men, At preſent I give my- 
ſelf up to joy, in company with the whole world. 
Thanks to Heaven, your majeſty has already ful- 
filled all my predi&ions : you are already be- 
loved, in Pruſſia, and in Europe. The em- 
peror's reſident, during the laſt war, ſaid to the 
cardinal de Fleury“ The French, fir, are very 
amiable, but they are all Turks,” Vour majeſty's 
envoy may at preſent ſay—The French are all 
Pruffians, | 

The marquis d'Argenſon, counſellor of ſtate 
to the king of France, the friend of M. de Vol- 
taire, and a man of true merit, with whom I have 
often converſed concerning your majeſty at Paris, 

3 wrote 
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wrote to me on the 13th, and informed me that 
M. de Valori expreſſes himſelf in theſe very 
words He begins his reign in a manner 
& which, according to all appearance, will be 
c continued; by unceaſing proofs of the good- 
*© neſs of his heart, by juſtice to the memory of 
* the deceaſed, and by affection for his ſubjects.” 
I cite this paſſage, to your majeſty, for no 
other reaſon but becauſe I am certain it was 
written in the flow of feeling, and communicated 
to me in the ſame ſpirit, I am unacquainted 
with M. de Valori, and your majeſty knows 1 
ought not to depend on being in his good graces; 
but, as he thinks like me, and is ſo juſt toward 
your majeſty, I am glad to be juſt in return. 

The miniſter who governs the country in 
which Fam, ſaid to me“ We ſhall ſee whe- 
cc ther he will immediately diſband thoſe uſeleſs 
6 giants, that have occaſioned ſo many com- 
ce plaints.”—And I replied He will do no- 
ce thing raſhly, He will not diſcover any marked 


© intention of condemning the errors of which 


e his predeceſſor may have been guilty ; but 
« will be ſatisfied with correcting them, when 
opportunity ſhall offer.” Deign to own, great 
king, that I have well divined. 

' Your majeſty commands me, while writing to 


you, to think leſs of the king _ of the man. 
" | This 
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This is a command according to my own heart. 
I know not how to behave in the company of a 
king, but I am wholly at my eaſe in that of a 
man; eſpecially of a man whoſe head and heart 
are full of the love of the human race. 

There is a queſtion which I ſhould never dare 
to put to the king, but which I will venture to 
aſk of the man; and that is, Whether the late 
king became convinced of, and loved, all the 
merit of my adorable prince, before his death ? 

I know that the qualities of the late king were 
ſo different from thoſe you poſſeſs, that it very 
well might happen he might not have felt all 
your various merits; but, if he were moved, if 
he acted with confidence, if he juſtified the ad- 
mirable ſentiments which you have deigned to 
teſtify to me toward him, in your letters, I ſhall 
in part be ſatisfied. A word from your adora- 
ble hand will inform me of all this. 

The king will perhaps aſk why I have put theſe 
queſtions to the man, and will tell me I am very 
curious, and very daring. Do you know the 
anſwer I ſhall make to his majeſty ? I ſhall ſay 
to him“ Sire, it is becauſe I love the man with 
te my whole heart.” | 

The king, or the man, has done me the ho- 
nour to inform me that he is, at preſent, obliged 


to 
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to prefer politics to metaphyſics, and that he has 
entered the liſts with our good cardinal—= _ 


That heay'n devoted ſaint, who quits 
His petty mitre for a crown, 

With meek and contrite heart ſubmits 
To rule, yet not acquire renown 

With zeal right catholic, I ween, 

© His craft political to vent; 

And all his apoſtolic ſpleen 
On you, vile heretic, is bent. 


It is queſtioned here whether your majeſty 
will, or will not, undergo the ceremonies. of a 
coronation. I ſee no need you have of a few 
drops of oil, to make yourſelf reſpectable, and 
dear to your people. I hold holy vials in great 
veneration, eſpecially when brought from hea- 


ven for people like Clovis; and I have no 


quarrel with Samuel for having poured oil of 
olives upon the head of Saul, becauſe olive trees 


were very common in the country, 


Though you, by farm, were not appointed 
What ſcripture calls the Lord's pond, 
My hero and my king are you ; 

My heart, to virtue ever true, 

Though prieſts their holy oil ſhould ſave, 
Admires the worthy, wiſe, and brave, 


| Since your majeſty has condeſcended to con- 
6 b tinue 
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tinue a man, and ſince you {till think fit to ho- | 


nour me with your letters, I will venture to en- 
quire how you divide your day. I am afraid 
leſt your labours ſhould be too great. People 
ſometimes ſup without any interval between 
their attention to buſineſs and their meal. They 
conſequently riſe the next day with difficulty of 
digeſtion ; labour with a mind leſs clear; force 
nature ; and fall ill. In the name of the human 
race, for whoſe welfare you are neceflary, be 
careful of health ſo precious. 

I have another favour to aſk of your majeſty ; 
and that is, when you ſhall have formed ſome 
new eſtabliſhment, and have occaſioned any one 
of the fine arts to flouriſh, that you will deign 
to let me know it; for this will be to let me 
know the new obligations I am under to you. 

There was a phraſe in your majeſty's letter 
which tranſported me; it gave me to hope a 
beatific viſion this year. I am not the only 
perſon who fighs for this happineſs. 'The queen 
of Sheba wiſhes to take meaſures to behold So- 
lomon in all his glory. I have communicated 


a little project of this kind to the baron von 


Kayſerling; but I am much afraid leſt it ſhould 


fail. 
In fix or ſeven weeks, if the Dutch bookſel- 


lers do not deceive me, I hope to ſend your 


majeſty 
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majeſty the beſt and moſt uſeful book that ever 
was written; a book worthy of i and 
your reign. 

I am with the tendereſt gratitude, the moſt 
profound reſpect, as may well be imagined, and 
gs which I cannot expreſs, 

Your ys &c. 


LETTER CXXVIL 
From the King. 


Charlottenburg, June 12, 1740. 


ee eee eee 
Much low d and much regretted haunts ! 
Poet and king confus'd, | 
Co-mingled are ; nor can the troubled mind, 
By thoughts o'er-peopled, order reinſtate. 
"Sweet dreams of poetry, deluſions bright, 
Avaunt! Henceforth a nation's wants 
Me claim. Self-doom'd were I, by ſelf accus'd, 
Did claims ſo ſtrong with equal ſtrength not bind. 
On me what burthens haſt thou laid, oh Fate ! 
Are, pleaſures, friendſhip I diſcard ; 
Yes, even thee, Voltaire! 
Nor dare to murmur, dare to grieve. 
Duty's my deity. My people's good, 
Well underſtood, | AN 
| Muſt be my care: 
5 Here pleaſures mult I ſeck, ALES ELITE 


But, 


- 
3 0 
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But, this perform'd, with lightning's ſpeed will I 
To th* open arms of friendſhip fly, 
Thy leſſons to receive; 
Leſſons which thov'lt delight to give, 
While I from thee ſhall learn to govern and to live. 


You perceive, my dear friend, that the change 
of my deſtiny has not cured me of the mania 
of rhyming, and perhaps it never will. I have 
too much eſteem for the art of Horace and 
Virgil, to renounce it; and, according to my 
opinion, there is a time for all things. 

I had begun an epiſtle, Sur les Aus de la 
Mode et de la Coutume*, at the very moment when 
cuſtom, and the right of primogeniture, obliged 
me to aſcend the throne, and for a time forſake 

my epiſtle. I would willingly have changed 
my epiſtle into a fatire againſt this ſame cuſtom, 
had I not known that ſatire ought to be ba- 
niſhed the mouth of princes. 

In fine, my dear Voltaire, I am diſtracted by 
twenty different occupations.; and deplore the 
brevity of the day, which appears to me too 
ſhort by twenty-four hours. 

I will frankly confeſs that the life of the man 
who exiſts only for himſelf, and contemplation, 
appears to me infinitely preferable to that of one 
whoſe only employment is to make others happy. 

* On the Abuſes of Faſhion and Cuſtom. 
| | - ..- Jour 


i 
! 
| 


| 
| 
if 
| 
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Your verſes are delightful. I will ſay nothing 
more of them, for they are too flattering. 

Do not any longer refuſe me, dear Voltaire, 
the pleaſure to indulge the eagerneſs J have to 
ſee you. Exert &very effort which you think 
humanity ought to make, in my favour. l (hall 


go as far as Weſel, and perhaps farther, at the 


end of Auguſt. Promiſe to meet me there ; for 
I could neither live happy, nor die in peace, 
without having embraced you. Farewel. 

A thouſand compliments to the marchioneſs. 
I am at work with both hands; with one for the 
army, and with the other for the people and the 


| fine arts, | 


From the King 


Charlottenburg, * 24%, 1740. 

TN E perſon who will give you this letter, 
from me, is the man of my laſt epiſtle. He 
brings you ſome Hungarian wine, in return for 
your immortal verſes, and my bad proſe in lieu 
of your admirable philoſophy. I am overbur- 


| thened, overwhelmed with buſineſs z but, as 


ſoon as I have a few moments leiſure, you ſhall 


* June 21, in the Berlin edition. T. a 
receive 
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teceive from me the ſame tribute as formerly, 
and on the ſame conditions. I am buſted by a 
| funeral, an augmentation, and various journeys, 
and cares, to which by duty I am ſubjected. Let 
me-entreat your forgiveneſs, ſhould this letter, 
and that which you received three weeks ago, 
ſeem to have ſuffered ſome little delay. When 
my hurry ſhall be over, my mind will then re- 
covet its natural elaſticity, | 
By thee inſpir'd; from cares and troubles free, 
My pleaſures and thy praiſe I'll fing, 
ln chyme will reign a very king, 
And all ſhall then be joy, and jubilee! 
| Yet, if thou would'ſt indeed increaſe delight, 

Oh hither come, and charm our raviſh'd fight ! 
My muſe dictated the laſt line with trembling. 
I know too well that friendſhip ought to weed to 
love. 

Farewel, my 5 Volaive : fail not to love 
me a little. Whenever I ſhall have written any 
odes, or epiſtles, you ſhall have the firſt of them. 
But you mult have patience with me, and give 
me time to proceed ſlowly, in my preſent patch. 
Do not forget me; and be certain that, next to 
the care of my country, I have nothing more at 
heart than to e you! of the ren with 
Which Iam 2 | 
* Love very faithful FEET '; 
l ry I LET- 
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I. E T T E R CXXIX. 
© | | From N. de Valtaire. £4 


IN this third letter, I aſk pardon of your 
9 47 for my two firſt, which were not ſuffi- 
ciently laconic. | 
have paſſed the day in conſulting the lawyers, 
and ſecretly treating with Vanduren. I acted 
both as attorney and negociator. I begin to 
believe I ſhall ſucceed, and thus accompliſh one 
of two things; either the work will be for 
ever ſuppreſſed, or it will appear in a manner 
wholly worthy of its author. | 
- Your majeſty may reſt aſſured I will remain 
here, and that you ſhall: be entirely ſatisfied ; 
ſhould you not, I ſhould die with vexation. Par- 
don my affection, divine Marcus Aurelius. It is 
ſecretly whiſpered, here, that your majeſty will 
come to the Hague ; and I have further heard 
"That the journey may be to your intereſt, | 

Io your intereſt, fire, I certainly wiſh well; 
but it does not appertain to me to ſpeak of, or 
to underſtand the ſubject. 

All that I know is that, if you come here, you 
will win all hearts, Dutch though they be. Vour 
majeſty has many great partiſans here. 

14 4 JI dined 
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I dined: to- day with a deputy from Frieſland, 
named M. Halloy, who had the honour to ſee 
your majeſty at the army, who means to pay his 
court to you at Cleves, and who thinks of the 
Marcus Aurelius of the north much the ſame as 
I do. With what pleaſure ſhall I go to-morrow 
to embrace this M. Halloy ! M. de Fenelon 


to-day— 


The ref i is wanting. 
— — 
3 E F 
N From M. de Voltaire. 
STRE, June, 1740. 


YESTERDAY, bleſt event for your people who dine, 
Came two tuns ! 
Or two ſuns! 
From your grace; 
Each with rubicond face! 
And as like as are brother to brother: 
The one was a tun of good Hungary wine 
And your bepbened Envoy the other, 


l kings are gods, and ambaſſadors the 
images of gods, it will follow, fire, from the 
fourth theorem of Wolf, that the gods are jolly 
fellows, and have very agreeable countenances. 
M. de Camas is a happy man; not fo much be- 
cauſe he is the repreſentative of, as that he is 


again to ſee, your majeſty. 


12 I flew, - 
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I flew, yeſterday evening, to meet this ami- 
able M. de Camas, ſent and ſufig: by his king; 
and, from the little he told me, I learned that 
your majeſty lives more than ever like « man ; 
and that, after having diſcharged your duties as 
a ſovereign, without relaxation, during three 
-parts of the day, in the evening you enjoy the 
ſweets of friendſhip, which are ſo ſuperior to 
thoſe of royalty. | 

In half an hour we are going to dine together, 
with the marchioneſs du Chatelet. Imagine, 
- fire, what her joy and mine will be! Since the 
apparition of the baron von Kayſerling, we have 
ſeen no ſuch day. 


May crowns everlaſting of happineſs follow | 

The laurels already beſtow'd, by Apollo! 

May Mars add his wreath, ſhould a conflict enſue, 

To determine to whom Berg and Juliers are due 

May your arms and your courage decide this event, 
And win thoſe rich lands which are yours by deſcent ! 


Your majeſty knows that Apollo, the god of 
verſe, killed the ſerpent Python, and the Aloides. 
The god of the arts fought like a devil, on the 
occaſion 

To you the god his weapons gave, and lyre; 

Thus men muſt love you, yet muſt dread your ſword: 


Not that deſtructive wars your wiſhes fire; | 
Though wars you well could wage, and well record. 


This 


| % 
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This is rather too much for one man, ſire. 
But you are deſtined to ſacceed in all you un- 
dertake; for I know, from good authority, you 
poſſeſs that fortitude of mind which is the baſis 
of great virtues. Beſide that heaven will un- 
doubtedly bleſs the reign of a monarch who is 
a man —a man who, after being thoroughly 
fatigued with having acted the king all day, 
has ſtill the goodneſs to beſtow a few verſes on 
his letter, and on me, inſignificant as I am 


Vours is the happy art to pleaſe, | 
To write with haſte, yet write with caſe, 
In your laſt fix delightful lines, 
In which conſpicuous goodneſs ſhines, 
Youriſe on generous Bounty's wings, 
O'er vulgar wits and vulgar kings. 


How adorable is your kind manner of ſpeaks 
ing, on the ſubject of your journey to Cleves} 
2 Too mach my conſtancy you praiſe, 
Yet, know the truth ; 


Love is, alas, for youth ! 
But ſacred friendſhip's laws my heart obeys. 


I indulge in the moſt flattering hopes of the 
beatific viſion of Cleves. Should the king of 
France ſend the perſon I wiſh to compliment 
your majeſty, I will pay my reſpe&s to you - 
ſhould he not, ill I will do the fame. Will 
pot your y ſuffer a man to come and do 


13 £ homage 
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homage to you privately, in his own name, 
without all the forms of ceremony? One way 
or other, Simeon will behold his Saviour. 

The work of Marcus Aurelius will ſoon be 
wholly printed. It has the ſubject of five of 
my letters to your majeſty, and I ſent it accord- 
ing to your own expreſs permiſſion; yet M. 
Camas now tells me there are one or two paſ- 
fages which will give offence, to certain powers. 

I myfelf, however, have taken the liberty to 
©. ſoften thoſe two paſſages ; and I will venture 
to affirm that the book will be as honourable to 
its author, be he who he will, as it will be uſeful 
to the human race. However, ſhould your 
majeſty feel any remorſe, you muſt be kind 
enough to expedite your commands ; for, in a 
country like Holland, there is no ſtopping the 
avidity of a bookſeller, who. remembers that his 
money 1s inthe preſs. Did you know, fire, how 
much your work 1s ſuperior to that of Machiavel, 
even in ſtyle, you would not be ſo cruel as to 
ſuppreſs it. 

I have many things to ſay to your majeſty, 
on the ſubject of the academy, which is ſoon to, 
flouriſh under your auſpices. Will you permit 
me to preſent my ideas to you, and N them 
to your better knowledge : d 

I ever remain, with the moſt reſpeAtul and 
deyoted zin, &c. | 

LET- 


CORRESPONDENCE, 119 


e 
Feen the King. 


5 Charlottenburg · 
ö MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, | June 27, 2740. 


Your letters continually give me in- 
finite pleaſure ; not becauſe of the praiſes which 
they beſtow on me, but from the inſtructive 
proſe and charming verſes they contain. You 
wiſh me to-ſpeak of myſelf like the never-end- 
ing abbe de ane No matter; you muſt 

Here then follows the Berlin gazette, en 
ing to your requeſt. 

On Friday evening J arrived at Potſdam, ö 
where I found the late king in a ſituation which 
made me augur that his end was near. He 
gave me à thouſand marks of kindneſs, and 
ſpoke to me a full hour, on foreign and do- 
meſtic affairs, with all juſtneſs of underſtanding 
and good ſenſe imaginable. He repeated theſe 
converſations on Saturday, Sunday, and Mon- 
day; appearing to be exceedingly reſigned, with 
reſpect to himſelf, and ſupporting his infinite 
ſufferings with unabating fortitude. He re- 
n the regency into my hands, on Tueſday 

| I 4 morning, 


| 
| 
[ 
{ 
| 
4 
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| 
| 
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| 
| 
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morning, at five o'clock ; and took an affection- 
ate keave of my brothers, of all the chief officers, 


and of me. The queen, my brothers, and I were 


. preſent, during his .laſt moments, in which he 
diſplayed the ſtoiciſm of Cato, He died with 


the eurioſity of a philoſopher, concerning what 
paſſed: within himſelf, at the inſtant of death ; 
and with the heroiſm of a great man, leaving us 
ſincetely to regret his loſs, and affording us an 
example ſuch as we ought to fallow, hereafter. 
The numerous affairs which have devolved 
upon me, ſince this time, have ſcarcely given me 
time to grieve. | I have ſuppoſed, fince the loſs 
of my father, that my country claimed me wholly; 
and, ſo ſuppoſing, have laboured with all poſſible 
diligence, to make the moſt \| peedy Gy 


for the public welfare. 


 Iimmediately began by augmenting the army, | 
with ſixteen battalions, five ſquadrons of huſſars, 


and a ſquadron of body guards. I have laid the 


foundation of our new academy, and have ac- 
quired Wolf, Maupertuis, and Algarotti. 1 
am waiting for the anſwers of s Graveſende, 
Vaucanſon, and Euler. I have formed a new 
college for trade and manufactures, have en- 
gaged painters and ſculptors, and am now de- 
parting for Pruſſia, there to receive homage ; 
withour the holy phial, or the uſeleſs and frivo- 
| l 
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lous ceremonies which ignorance eſtabliſhed, 
and cuſtom continues. 

The life I lead has hitherto been ſufficiently 
irregular ; for the faculty has thought proper to 
order me, ex officio, to drink Pyrmont water. I 
riſe at four, take the waters till eight, write till 
ten, examine the troops till noon, write till five, 
and in the evening unbend in good company. 
When I ſhall have performed my journeys, my 
mode of life will be more tranquil, and uniform; 
but hitherto I have been obliged to attend to the 
routine of buſineſs, and to all new eſtabliſhments 
in addition; not to mention fruitleſs compli- 
ments to ſend, and circular orders which I have 
to give. 

The ching moſt difficult is the eſtabliſhment 
of magazines, ſufficiently conſiderable, through- 
out the provinces, to make proviſion of grain, 
enough for eighteen months conſummation for 
the whole kingdom, 


But let me change the vapid theme; 
Of raptures rather let me dream! 

Of that bleſt hour when, face to face, 
I thee ſhall meet in ſweet embrace ! 
When every ſenſe, and ſound, ſhall be 
Confus'd in mingled ecitaſy ! 


Not Orpheus, whengrim Pluto, charm'd,. 
Return'd Eurydice, unharm'd, 
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Nies Orpheus with uch tranſport hock. 
Nor trembled, as he touch*d and tooæ 
The hand of her helov'd ſo well, 285 * 
a To guide her through the depths of hell, 
VN or fong'd fo much a glance to a * | 
Nor ſelt e ſnall feel! = | 


"Th. 
* 
of 


vo Stern were the — rams hs tn bee; 
Gloomy the gulphs he had to trace. 
For many a ſpectre, ſprite, and = 15 
Is dbeſe infartal regions dwell, 
Vet, ab, how weak theſe powers, combind 
To thoſe which captivate thy mind | 
Them I'd encounter, nay deſpiſe, | | 
dove eee 1 


ey e rancour, des hs Chateler, 
be allowed to envy you the good you poſſeſs, 
and which I ſhould prefer to many other poſ- 
ſeſſions that have been leſt me. 

I return to you, my dear Voltaire; you muſt 
make my peace with the marchioneſs. Let her 
preſerve the firſt place in your heart, but permit 
me to have the ſecond. 

I ſuppoſe my man of the epiſtle has, by this, 
delivered you my letter, and the Hungarian 
wine. I pay you in very groſs matter for all 
the mind you beſtow upon me, my dear Vol- 
taire; but you muſt conſole yourſelf, for, in the 
whole world, you certainly will not find a perſon 
who will enter the liſts of wit with you. If friend- 


+. 
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ſhip be called in queſtion, this I will diſpute 
with any man; and I affure you it is impoſſible 
to love or eſteem you more than I do. Farewel. 

For the love of God buy up all the edition of 


fhe Ant-Magluayel, 


LET TE R CXXXX. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


The Hague, July 2 20, 1748. 
WHILE you in eaſy chariot roll, 
And journey tow'rd our arctic pole, 
To ſcatter bleſſings as you: go, 
On Lithuanian lands of ſnow, 
With ſtore of gloom, and. dearth of wit, 
In this thick Belgic air I ſit; 
Not ill, but jolted, here and there, 
In that preciſe poſt travelling chair 
The Dev'l invented for the damn'd;; 
In which fat burgomaſter, cramm'd, 
By quickenꝰd pulſe and ſhakes endur'd, 
Of apoplexy might be cur'd ; 
Though French bare bones, and ſlender back, 
Like mine, might well prefer the rack, 


At the Hague I a arrived, after hav-" 
ing with much difficulty obtamed leave F ab- 
ſence— 


But 


- 
— — — 
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Blͤ̃t duty pleads, and I her laws revere ; 
M king' commands to me are ever dear; 
Only for him awhile could I forſake 
Fuse preſence, or ber bondage break. 


"Pon orders ſeem to me to be mltive; and 
the kind and affecting bounty, with which your 
humanity * iſſued. them, rendered them addi- 
tionally ſacred. For this reaſon I did not loſe 
a moment. I grieyed to travel, and not to 
travel in your train; but I conſole myſelf, ſince 
I perform ſomething which your majeſty wiſhes 
I ſhould perform in Holland, Theſe Dutch- 


men are 


A free but avaricious race, 

That vegetate in pent-up ſpace z 

In boats exiſt, and mete out air, 

And water, with right niggard care. 

For both you pay! Nay more, as dear 
As if they both were pure and clear. 
That knaviſh herd, bookſellers nam'd, 
Fatt'ning on wits leſs fed than fam'd, 
Like many a preacher in the land, 

Vend what they do not underſtand. 

From them you Germans buy the traſh up, 

Which our French authors cook, and haſh up 


Tour humanity was an epithet which M. de Voltaire gave, 
and continued occaſionally to give, the king, in confequence 
of the diſtinction, which he had in his farmer letters duct 


IM between the ling and the man, T. 
Our 


, . —— . Ii 4 2 
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Our novels that have had a run; 
Paper which we may well call waſte, 
And all the refuſe of good talte. 4 


The firſt thing I did yeſterday, on my arrival, 
was to go to the moſt crabbed and daring book- = 
ſeller in the country, who. had undertaken the A. 
affair in queſtion. I once: again repeat to your | 

majeſty that I had not left a word in the manu- 
ſcript, of which any perſon in Europe could have 
complained ; but, ſince your majeſty was ſo de- | 
firous to withdraw the edition, I had no other _ 
will than that of executing your wiſhes. I had 1 
already ſounded that enterprizing knave, named 4 
John Vanduren®, and had ſent a man poſt, = 
| 
| 


who, by way of precaution, was at leaſt to get 
back ſome ſheets of the manuſcript, which was 
not- half printed, under plauſible pretexts : far 
I knew that my Dutchman would liſten to no 
propoſal. In effect, I arrived juſt in time; far 
the raſcal had refuſed to give up a fingle 
page of the manuſcript. I ſent for him, queſ- 
tioned him, and turned him every way; but he 
gave me to underſtand that, having the manu- 
ſcript in his poſſeſſion, he would not part with 
it, for any conſideration whatever: having be- 
gun, he would finiſh the impreſſion. 


* The Dutch bookſeller who zrü print$d the Anti- 
Machiavel. | 
1 When 
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When I faw I had to deal with a Dutchman; 
who abuſed the liberty of his country, and a 
bookſeller, who extended his right of perſecuting 
authors to exceſs, unable to confide my ſecret to 
any perſon, or to implore the aid of authority, 
I recolle&ed what your majeſty ſays, in one of 
the chapters of the Anti-Machiavel, that in ne- 
goociation honeſt artifice may be employed! I 
therefore told John Vanduren that I was only 
come to correct ſome pages of the manuſcript— 
«I am very willing you ſhould do that, fir,” 
ſaid he; © come to my houſe, and I will gene» 
ce rouſly entruſt them to you, ſheet by ſheet, 
. « You ſhall correct what you pleaſe, ſhut up 
4 in my chamber, in preſence of my family 
and my journeytmen.” 

I accepted his friendly offer, went be with 
him, and really corrected ſome ſheets, which he 
took, as they were finiſhed, to ſee that there was 
no deception. Having thus inſpired him with 
a little leſs diffidence, I returned this morning 
into the ſame priſon, in which I was ſhut up 
with the ſame formalities ; and, having obtained 
fix chapters at once, to examine and compare 
them with each other, I made eraſures, and 
interlineations, of ſuch intolerable and ridiculous 
nonſenſe, that it no longer reſembled the work. 
This is w Hat is called blowing up your ſhip, rather 
3 than 
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than ſulſekiut it to fall into the hands of the ent- 
my. I was in deſpair, to facrifice ſo beautiful a 
work; but it was in obedience to the king whom 
J idolize, and I therefore ated thus moſt wil- 
lingly. It is now my very honeſt bookſeller's 
turn to be aſtoniſhed, and confounded ; and I 
hope to-morrow to make a reaſonable bargain 
with him, and oblige him to reſtore what is 
-printed, and the remainder of the manuſcript, 
of which I ſhall render an account to your 
majeſty. 


. Ear KN K 
5 wha From the King. 3 h 
MT DEAR FRIEND, Charlottenburg, July 9, 1740. 

CERTAIN travellers, returning from 
the banks of the Frichhaf, have read your 
charming works ; which appear to them an ad- 
mirable reſtorative, and of which they had great 
need, to bring them back to life. 1 ſhall ſay 
nothing of your verſes ; though I ſhould praiſe 
them much, were I not the ſubject of them. 
Deduct a little of the praiſe, and nothing can 
be more charming. 


, " * : 
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It is a ſubject of which he is never weary; and, 
judging from them, it ſhould ſeem his embaſſy 


you have taken, relative to the impreſſion of the 
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My huge ambaſſador, with paunch well fill d 
Salutes your king, in ſpeechlearntall by rote > 
And, well to prove himſelf in rhetoric ſkill'd, 

|  Harangiies an inflammation i in bis en. | 


"Ry ei de be dle of his ſhook, - 
Wanting a hand ; a courteous ſquire is he f 
My envoy wants an arm; yet he's no fool; 
* Camus has 0 his talk, as you ſhall 2. af 


The letters of Camas 8 only of Bruſſels, 


was to Voltaire and not to Louis. 
I ſend: you the only verſes I have long had 
time to write. Algarotti gave birth to them, 
and the ſubje& is enjoyment. The Italian ſup- 
poſes we inhabitants of the north are not capa- 
dle of the fame degree of feeling, as the people 


who live near the lake Guarda. I expreſſed my 


feelings to the beſt of my abilities, to prove to 


him that our organization is equally capable of 1 


enjoyment. You muſt judge whether I have Fj 


painted well or ill; but do not forget that there 
are moments as difficult to repreſent as is the 


| ſan, in his meridian ſplendour : no colours are 1 

ſufficiently vivid for them; and the imagination N 
of the reader muſt ſupply the deficiencies of 

; TYY# 15 een fc 

I am very much obliged to you for the trouble * 


\ nth © 
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Anti-Machiavel. The work was not yet wor- 
thy of being publiſhed; but, from its nature, 
ought to be conſidered, and reconſidered, that 
it may not appear in an incongruous manner, 
before the public, who are ever inclined to ſatire. 
I ſhall ſoon depart for the country of Cleves. 
Thy lyre, full on my raptur'd ear, 
Shall vibrate ſounds divine 
The joys ſhall then be mine 
Thee to contemplate, thee to hear ! 
Thien ſhall I view thy piercing eye, 
Which could, from native light, 
Submerg'd in Nature's night, 
Great Nature's ſecret ways deſcry. 
Thoſe lips, of eloquence the throne, 
Thoſe lips, that taſte, and ſenſe, 
Wiſdom, and wit diſpenſe, 
At that bleſt moment ſhall be known 


Great indeed will be my joy, to ſee the 
man whom of the whole world! moſt A and 
eſteem. 


Pardon my lavfus calami, and other faults. I 
am not yet allowed to ſtudy in tranquillity, I 
muſt perform my journey : after which I hops 
to have ſome moments to myſelf. 

Adieu, charming, divine Voltaire! Do not 
forget the poor mortals of Berlin, who are dili- 


gently preparing to viſit the gods of Cirey. | 
| Vale. 


vol. vrt. K LE T- 
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LETTER, CXIxIV. 
From M. de s Voltaire. 


SIRE, Auguft, 1749, 

Your humanity will not this poſt re- 
ceive one of my enormous packets. A trifling 
drunken accident, among the printers, has re- 


tarded the finiſhing of the work on which I am 


bufied ; but it ſhall be ſent the next time I write. 


The knave Vanduren, however, is ſelling his 
merchandiſe; of which he has already fold but 
too much. 


Among that true reſpectful praiſe 
Which er'ry tongue with juſtice pays 
The work you wrote, one man is found # 
(Dull couſin to Cambray, renown'd, 
Who tale long-winded did produce) 
5 One man who buzzes zeal's abuſe, 
And feeret warfare on you makes; 
Buy private mining, undertakes 

To blow, with apoftolic care, 
You and your work the Lord knows where; 
That both may broil, as is but fit, 
In prieſts and Satan's pleaſant pit. 


*The marquis of Fenelon, ambaſſador at that time to the 
States General, and related to the immortal author of Tele- 
machus. He was very religious g but was an a awiable man, 
and a good ollicer. 


« Oh 


* 
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Oh wretch profane, who thus could write! 
« Like dog he's damn'd, in fame's deſpite. 4 
« A ſage, a man of worth, is he; 
« A knave! a chriſtian knave for me! 
A ſon of Rome, with daggers arm'd !” 


Thus ſpeaks the zealot, when he's warm'd ! 
Of tottering church the tottering ſtay, 
Whoſe creed is firſt to ſtab, then pray; 
One whom, as blockhead, we may jeer 
But whom, as bigot, we muſt fear. 


He and the Jeſuit La Ville *, who is his ſecre- 
tary, begin however to ſhorten their prolix and 
inſolent phraſes, in favour of the prelate of 
Liege, on which they ſpoke with too much in- 
decency. The laſt letter of your majeſty has 
every where produced an admirable effect. Per- 
mit me to repreſent to you, fire, that you refer, 
in this public letter, to the proteſtations entered 
. againſt clandeſtine contracts of exchange, and to 
the reaſons deduced in the memorial of 1737. 
As the abridgment I have made of this memo- 
rial 1s the only piece which has been known, and 
inſerted in the gazettes, I flatter myſelf it is to 


* Afterward firſt clerk (or ſecretary) for foreign affairs. 
He forſook the Jeſuits ; whereas Lavaur, ſecretary to the 
marquis de Fenelon, ceded his place to La Ville, that he might 
aſſume the habit of Saint Ignatius. This was the Lavaur who 
afterward acted ſo ſingular a part, in the affair of the comte 
de Lalli. | 
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this abridgment that you refer; and conſe- 
quently that your majeſty is not diſpleaſed with 
me, for having dared to ſupport your claims, with 
a hand which is deſtined to write your praiſes. 


Let I receive no intelligence from your majeſty, 


relative either to this ſubje& or to Machiavel. 

'This is certainly a pleaſant country. Would 
your majeſty imagine that Vanduren, having 
firſt advertiſed the ſale of the Anti-Machiavel, 
is therefore, according to law, empowered to ſell 
the work, and thinks he may prevent it from 
being ſold by any other. bookſeller ? 


As it is abſolutely neceflary, however, in or- 


der to filence certain people, that the work ſhould 


aſſume a ſomewhat more chriſtian- like guiſe, I 


have myſelf taken charge of the edition, to avoid 


all diſpute; and ſhall ſend copies, as preſents, 
into all parts. This conduct will be expeditious, 
determined, and conciliatory; three things which 
I think of great importance. 


From theſe dark climes reſoly'd to go, 
That arrant hypocrite, Rouſſeau, 
Of an old Jew th* old paraſite 
(The name Du Lis of th' Iſraelite, 
The richeſt raſcal in the land) — 
Rouſſeau, I ſay, with ready hand, 
Five hundred ducats has receiv'd 
* From Jacob's ſon ; who thus reliev'd 
His rhymer, indigent aud old, 
And gloried in the wit of gold. as 
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But geld is vain, when death is near, 
And mortal palſies interfere! 
The ſoul fatiric of Rouſſeau 

Muſt viſit, ſoon, the ſhades below. 


bs | 
1, E TT EAN NUN 
| From the King. | 
MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, Berlin, Aug. 5, 1740. 


I HAVE received three of your letters, 
in a day of reſtleſſneſs, ceremony, and wearineſs; 
for which I am infinitely obliged to you. All 
the anſwer I can at preſent ſend is, that I leave 
the diſpoſal of Machiavel to you ; nor have I 
any doubt but that you will employ this power, 
ſo as not to give me any cauſe to repent of the 
confidence which I place in you. I entirely de- 
pend on my dear editor. 

I ſhall write to madame du Chatelet, in con- 
ſequence of your requeſt. To ſpeak frankly 
relative to her journey, it is Voltaire, it is you, 
it is my friend, whom I deſire to ſee; and the 
.goddefs Emilia, with all her divinity, 1s but the 
ſatellite of the Newtonian Apollo. | 

I cannot yet inform you whether I ſhall or 
ſhall not travel. Know, my dear Voltaire, the 
king of Pruſſia is but a political weathercock ; 

K 3 the 
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the impulſe of certain favourable winds is neceſ- 


ſary for my journey, and to determine what 


muſt be my route. In fine, J am confirmed in 
the opinion that a king is a thouſand times more 
. unfortunate than a private perſon. I am the 
flave of the whims of ſo many other powers that 
I never can diſpoſe of myſelf as I pleaſe. Hap- 
pen what will, however, I flatter myſelf I ſhall 
ſee you. Oh that you might for ever become 
one of my flock ! | 

Adieu, my dear friend! Genius ſublime ! 
Firſt born of thinking beings! Continue very 
ſincerely to love me; and reſt perſuaded that 
no man can eſteem and love you more than I 


do. Vale. : 
FREDERIC. 


LE £T TER CEXXVI, 
From the Ring. 


MY DEAR FRIEND, Berlin, Auguſt 6, 1740. 


| I conrorRM entirely to your opinions; 
I make you arbitrator, and wiſh you to judge as 
you think proper, while I remain perfectly tran- 
quil; for I have committed my intereſts into 
good hands. Þ 


You muſt have received a letter from me, 
. | dated 
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dated yeſterday; and here is a ſecond, which I 
write to you from Berlin. I refer you to the 
contents of the former. If Emily muſt accom- 
pany Apollo, I conſent ; but, could I ſee you 
alone, I ſhould be better pleaſed. I ſhould be 
too much dazzled; I could not ſupport ſo much 
ſplendor at once. The veil of Moſes would be 
neceflary, to temper the mingled rays of two 
ſuch deities. | 
Here am I, my dear Voltaire, overloaded 

with buſineſs. I labour unceaſingly, and muſt 
entreat you to grant me a truce: allow. me but 
one month, and I am yours everlaſtingly. 

You cannot increaſe my obligations to you; 
or that perfect eſteem with which I ſhall ever 
remain your inviolable friend, 

| FREDERIC, 


— — . ͤ ¹.ͥw9-ͤ» 
L E IT T E R CXXXVIL 
From the King, 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, 1 0 8 
1 IMAGINE that Vanduren is more 
troubleſome to you than was Henry IV. While 
you verſified the deeds of a hero, you did buy 
write the hiſtory of your own thoughts; but, 
K 4 | while 
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while annoying a raſcal, you tilt with an enemy 
unworthy to enter the liſts with you. My obli- 
gation to you 1s the greater, becauſe of the affec- 
tion with which you take my intereſt to heart ; 
nor do I require any thing more, nor is there any 
thing which would pleaſe me more, than to 
teſtify my gratitude. Set the preſs at work, there- 
fore, ſince it is neceſſary thus to puniſh the raſ- 
cally proceedings of a wretch. Eraſe, alter, cor- 
rect, and interline whatever paſſages you pleaſe ; : 
I entirely rely on your judgment. 

I ſhall depart for Dantzic, and on the 22d I 

intend to be at Frankfort; ſhould you be 
| there, I expect that, as I paſs, you will come 
and viſit me. But I hold it certain that I ſhall 
embrace you either at Cleves or in Holland. 
'- Maupertuis may be ſaid to be engaged to us; 
but many other men of learning are ſtill want- 
ing, whom if you will ent out you wil give 
me pleaſure. 

Adieu, enchanting Voltaire. I am obliged 
to quit the moſt amiable of the ſons of men, to 
wrangle with all kinds of political Vandurens; 
who, to increaſe the misfortune, have no Car- 
melites for confeſſors. 

Continue to love me, and be W of my 
inviolable eſteem, 
FR E D ERIC. 


L E & T E R cXXXVII. 


From M. de Voltaire. 


Bruſſels, Auguſt 22, 1740 
ANOTHER Solomon, they ſay, 
To Sheba's queen intends to pay 
Another viſit ! Former gods 
Have quitted their divine abodes! 
Should hence ſome Hercules take birth, 
Great would the bleſſing be to earth; 
Yet frankly be it here eonfeſs'd, 
I do not wiſh the world thus bleſs'd. 
One god, one goddeſs, thus to ſerve, 
Is ſurely more than we deſerve ;. a 
At ſhrines like theirs let us adore; 6 
The world and I can aſk no more. WW, 


Such, fire, is the fat. The world watches 


my Solomon with the eyes of a lynx. © Is it 
* true,” ſays one, that he is going to France?“ 
« He will viſit Italy,” replies another; “ and 
they will elect him Pope, for the renovation 
e of old Rome. Will he paſs through Bruſ- 
ce fels?” Wagers are laid for and againſt. © If he 
&« ſhould,” ſays madame the princeſs de la 
Tour, © he ſhall have apartments in my houſe.” 
Oh no, and pleaſe your royal highneſs, not ſo: 
© ſhould his majeſty come to Bruſſels he will 
$ chooſe to be exceedingly private there; and 


© he 
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© he and his amiable ſuite will be entertained by 
Emily. Her houſe is the laſt in the city: re- 
moved from the crowd and their Bruſſels high - 
© neſſes; here he will be as much at his eaſe as 
© in your palace; though her hired houſe is not 
© ſo magnificently furniſhed as yours.” | 
Such are my thoughts. But how does the 
princeſs de la Tour act, in the country where 
ſhe now is? She ſends, in all haſte, to enquire of 
madame du Chatelet whether your majeſty will 
paſs this way ; and madame du Chatelet replies, 
there is not a word of truth in the report, but 
that the whole is a fable. Not ſo ſatisfied, ſhe 
immediately ſends off couriers, to learn the truth. 
People, fire, are very curious. We need but 
have it inſerted, in the gazettes, that your ma- 
jeſty will viſit Aix- la- Chapelle, or Spa, and we 
ſhall put the newſmongers off their ſcent. Should 
it however be true that your humanity will paſs 
through Bruſſels, I entreat you will be pleaſed 
to bring ſome Engliſh drops“ in your pocket, 
for I ſhall faint in ecſtaſy. 
M. de Maupertuis is at Welel, there to ob- 
ſerve and meaſure your majeſty. He never has 
ſeen, nor ever will ſee ſtar of ſuch happy in- 
fluence. | 
The affair of the Anti-Machiavel is in a very 
* Des gouttes d' Angleterre. 
ä good 
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good train, for the inſtruction and happineſs of 
mankind. Your ſubjects, fire, are fortunate, 
which they are not backward to proclaim :- but 
I ſhall be even more fortunate than * are, at 
the beginning of September, 
I am, with the moſt profound reſpett, ind 2 
hundred other inexpreſſible ſentiments, &c. 


L ET T E- R CXXXIX. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, oy Bruſſels, September I, 174% 
My king is at Cleves; a ſmall houſe is 


ready for him at Bruſſels, and a palace almoſt | 


worthy of him at Paris, while I am waiting here 
for my maſter. 


My beating heart OY the moment near, 
When I ſhall view the man I moſt revere ! 

The king, whoſe preſence muſt high bliſs afford ; 
The poet, whom full often I've ador'd ; 

And hear, from him, of taſte and truth thoſe laws 
Which Rome had liſten'd to with loud applauſe ! 


Gh Paris! Abode of the noble and the frivo- | 


lous; of good and ill taſte; of equity and injuſ- 
tice ; great emporium of whatever is good and 
beautiful, ridiculous and malignant; render thy- 

7 eſt 


[ : 
i 

if 

; 
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felf wonhy; if ſo thou mayeſt, of the conqueror 


whom thou wilt receive within thy irregular and 
demired walls! May he obſerve thee, himſelf 
unobſerved; and enjoy all thy pleaſures, with- 
out the incumbrance of royalty! May he ſee, yet 
not be ſeen, except when he ſhall pleaſe! For- 
tunate houſe of Du Chatelet, that art the reſi- 
dence of the Muſes, and containeſt the gallery 
of Hercules, and the hall of Love ! 


FT” 


Abodes of bliſs ! bends el 
And great Le Brun, with magic art, 
To you did erſt impart. 
| Genius png | As wonderful as rare ! 


The fiſters nine Ne juſt pref rence give 
To you, and here their temples build ; 
In prophecy well ſkill'd, 
| They knew the gueſt you're fated to receive! 


By what I can learn from this great city of 
Paris, I think it will be neceſſary that a word 
ſhould be inſerted in the gazettes, concerning a 
letter from your majeſty to M. de Maupertuis, 
which has been printed. There have, no doubt, 
been ſome omiſſions made in the incorrect copy 
which has appeared. To any other perſon, theſe 


would be a matter of ſmall fignification ; but 
you, fire, are obſerved by all Europe. Men 
ſpeak of the provinces, 'and the miniſters, of 


Piber monarchs; whereas they converſe on you 
. . 


r HAS TOY” Wag? 4 
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yourſelf; they examine you, weigh your words, 
and already judge of you, and them, with ſeve- 


rity proportionate to your merit, and your fame. 
Pardon, ſire, the frankneſs of a heart which 
adores you. Perhaps I am importunate; but 


no matter, ſince this heart is guilty of no offence. 


Should your majeſty think with me, you will | 
ſend the news-writers the ſhort paragraph I have 


here added; if not, you will view my too ſcru- 
pulous affection with indulgence; remembering 
that whatever in the leaſt affects your perſon, to 
me is ſacred; ſmall things then appear to me 
vaſt in their magnitude. 


Pardon my zeal, though you ſhould not approve; 
is the firſt feature in the face of love. 


LETTER CXL. 
From the King. 


MY DEAR VOLTARE, Weſcl, Sept. 2, 1740. 


ON my arrival, I received three of your 
letters; the proſe of which is charming, and the 


verſe divine. I ſhould have anſwered imme- | 
diately, had I not been prevented by a fever, 


which has attacked me here, in very ill time; 


and the more ſo as it deranges the whole plan 
which 1 had formed. 
5 : You 


* 
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Lou wiſh to know what has become of me, 
ſince my departure from Berlin. Incloſed is a 

_ deſcription. I ſhall not viſit Paris, as has been 
rumoured; it was not my deſign to go there 
this year. Perhaps I may make a journey into 
the Netherlands. In fine, the fever, and my im- 
patience at not yet having ſeen you, are the 
two objects which moſt occupy me at preſent. 
I will write to inform you, as ſoon-as my health 
will permit, where and when I ſhall have the 


pleaſure to embrace you. 
FREDERIC. 


I have ſeen a letter written by you to Mau- 
pertuis, than which nothing can be more charm- 
ing. I again return you a thouſand thanks, for 
the trouble you have taken at the Hague, rela- 
tive to the affair you wot of, Continue your 
friendſhip for me everlaſtingly. I well know 
how eſtimable are friends of your worth. 


LETTER. CXLJ. 


From the King. 


Weſel, September 5, 174. 
OF his office as proud as a lord of the land, 
Sieur Honi came here, with your paſſport in hand“: 
* Alluding to an epiſtle, in verſe, which M. de Voltaire 
ſent, by the wine-merchant, Honi, to the king. 
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Of Bacchus a worthy diſciple is he. 
For pity I begg'd——* Mr. Honi, you ſee, 


% Of your liquor no longer can I be receiver. 


% Would you have a man drink when he's dead of a fever? 


To this he replied—* From Apollo I hold 
* (Of phyſic and verſe he's the god, as I'm told) 
« Preſcription ſo potent that, pleaſe but to read, 
«& You'll to death bid defiance, from fever be freed.“ 


The verſe, ſign'd Voltaire, ſoon my fancy inflam'd ; 
Tread! And J read! And in raptures exclaim'd— 
* Bleſt art! which the dying to ſtrength can reſtore: 
&« Bleſt bard ! whom all nations and times ſhall adore ; 
« Thee let me embrace, let me hold to my heart! 
« Fly, Honi, I follow; for Flanders depagrt 
« For the ſeat of the muſes, of Venus the ſhrine ! 
«© 'Thy motive is intereſt, gratitude mine. 


I wait for to-morrow, as the day which is to 
decide my fate, when the prognoſtics of fever 
or of cure will appear. Should the fever leave 
me, I ſhall be at Anvers on Tueſday ſe'nnight, 
where I flatter myſelf I ſhall have the pleaſure 
to meet you and the marchioneſs. This will 
be the moſt delightful day of my life. I believe 
I ſhall expire ; but a more delightful kind of 
death I certainly could not have choſen. 

Adien, my dear Voltaire; a thouſand times I 


embrace you. 
FREDERIC. 


LE T- 
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* E T. T1 E KR CXLIL 
From the King. 


* 
* * 
25 > 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, Seen be 63 10 d- 


| L HAVE been obliged, i in my own de- 
ſpite, to cede the victory to the fever; which is 
more obſtinate than a Janſeniſt ; and, however 
ardent my wiſh to go to Anvers, and from thence 
to Bruſſels, I do not find myſelf able to under- 
take the journey, without riſk. I have there- 
fore to aſk whether you will not think it too far 
to come from Bruſſels to Cleves, to meet me. 
This is the only remaining means I have to ſee 
you. Surely you muſt own I am very unfortu- 
nate; for now, when I could have diſpoſed of 
my perſon as I ſhould have pleaſed, and when 
no over-ruling power could have diſappointed 
me, a fever interferes, ſeemingly with an inten- 
tion to diſpute my enjoyment of this pleaſure. 

Let us, my dear Voltaire, deceive this fever, 
and let me have the ſatisfaction to embrace you. 
Fail not to pay my excuſes to the marchioneſs, 
that I cannot have the 'pleaſure to ſee her at 
Bruſſels, My whole court is a witneſs of the 
intention I had to come, which nothing but the 


fever would have prevented, 
On 
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On Sunday I ſhall be at a ſmall place near 
Cleves, where I can enjoy your company en- 
tirely at my eaſe. Should the ſight of you not 
cure me, I will ſend for the prieſt, and confeſs 
immediately. 

Adieu. You know my ſentiments, and my 
heart. 


FREDERIC. 


— — — ü 
L ET T E R CXLIII. 
From the King. 


| September 8, Aer 


1 DARE not talk to a fon of Apollo of 
horſes, coaches, relays, and ſuch trifles. They 
are matters with which the gods do not interfere, > 
and which we mortals take upon ourſelves... You | 
will, if you pleaſe, depart on Monday in the 
afternoon for Bareuth ; and, if you think proper, 
you may dine with me as you paſs. 

The remainder of my memorial is ſo blotted, 
and in ſuch bad condition, that I cannot ſend it 
you. I have ordered the eighth and ninth can- 
tos of the Maid of Orleans to be copied. At 
preſent I poſſeſs the firſt and ſecond, the fourth 

. vin. . and 
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and fifth, and the eighth and ninth. I keep 
reer not be 
ſren by mortal eye. 

5 We are ald you fupped.yeſtenly in goo 
* 


The witsof all the Giri came, | 
Aud fat aſſembled in your name: 
Men worthy well the feaft to ſhare ; 
All zealous for their god, Voltaire; 
For they decreed that place to own - 
As heav'n, where you ſhould fix your throne. 


Pray obſerve that the word heaven is here 
underſtood, in a general ſenſe, as a place of joy 
and pleaſure. I refer you to your own remark 
on che laſt line of the Mundane*. Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


* This remark no longer ſubſiſts : it had been made by 
M. de Voltaire, to avoid the clamours of bypocrites, who pre- 
tended to take offence at the line— 

* parades terreftre oft on je fu. 
Where pleaſure is, my paradiſe is there. t 
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rr ZA rann 
From the King, 
September, 1540. 


I ONCE more thank you, with all poſ- 
fible gratitude, for every trouble which you have 
taken with my works. I have not the ſmalleſt 
objection to make to what you have done ; ex- 
| cept that I regret the time you have thus waſted 
on ſuch trifles. 

Let me entreat you to inform me of the ex- 
pences, and the ſums advanced by you, for the 
impreſſion ; that I may, at leaſt, pay my debts 
in part. 

From you I expect comedians, men of learn- 
ing, works of wit and of ſcience, and an infinity 
of emanations from your great mind. I have no- 
thing to return but much-efteem and gratitude, 
and that perfect friendſhip with which [ am en- 


tirel urs. 
FE: 'FREDERIC. 


# This letter is not in the Berlin edition. T. 


Le LE T- 
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LETTER cx. 
. From M. 4: Voltaire. 


The Hague, September 22, 1740« 


Non death, nor fickneſs, in the leat 
As yet diſturb our kingly prieſt; 

Him vainly England's wiſh would ſend, 
In heav'n, eternity to ſpend. 

He eats and drinks, and dines and ſups, 
And laughs and jokes, and takes his cups, 
With roſy cheek and vivid eye, 

As if he never meant to die ! 


Thou, tyrant Fever, know'ſt no fears; 
Thou fetter'ſt kings the world reveres. 
Avaunt! and give my hero eaſe : 
; | Begone! our cardinal to ſeize; 
© Or fifty cardinals at once, | 
Fat monks, rich abbots, friars, and nuns, - 
The Pope himſelf, and all his court ; 
"Theſe make thy victims, theſe thy ſport : 
Such vermin haunt, torment, infeſt ; 
A Lat. 
I ſend my adorable maſter the Anti-Machia- 
vel, ſuch as it is at preſent beginning to be 
printed. Perhaps the copy will be rather diffi- 
cult to read, but time preſſes. It was neceſſary 
to have copies, to ſend to London, Paris, and 
Holland; and afterward to read and to correct all 


thoſe 
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thoſe copies. Should your majeſty think proper 
to have the one I ſend tranſcribed, and ſhould 
you reviſe it, and wiſh alterations to be made, I 
am here but to obey your commands. It is an 
affair which, as it perſonally regards you, I have 
very much at heart. Continue as you have be- 
gun, moſt amiable man, as well as great prince! 
Man ſo little like to other men; and like to 
other kings in nothing ! 


Cæſar * at chapel daily counts his beads ; 
Such he is told are worthy deeds. 
. To idiot indolence inclines 
The monarch of the mines 3 
His old confeſſor and his youthful wife 
Lead him a woeful life. 
Yarmouth, the Dutch-bred beauty, 


Sways royal George, and keeps him to his duty. 
Of Louis praiſe or ſilence is the due; 
. He is my king—would i it were you ! 


M. de Fenelon came the day before yeſterday 
to queſtion me concerning your majeſty. I told 
him that you loved, but did not fear, France 
that you delighted in peace, yet was' more 
capable than any man of making war; that 
you laboured to make the arts flouriſh, under 
the protection of the laws; that you acted wholly 


* The Emperor of Germany. TP. 
+ The king of Spain. T. 
L 3 for 
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for and from yourſelf, yet that you liſtened to 
good advice. He afterward ſpoke of the biſhop 
of Liege, whom he ſeemed rather to excuſe. 
But the biſhop is not the leſs wrong; of which 
there are /wo 7houſand proofs at Maſeck *, 

I am, &c. 


2 0-21 I. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, ORober 7, 1749, 


I FORGOT to incloſe, in my laſt packet 
to your majeſty, the letter of the fieur Beck, 
which obliged me to return to the Hague. I 
am aſhamed to trouble your majeſty with fo 
many diſcuſſions, relative to an affair which 
ought to proceed without difficulty, 

I have made an acquaintance with a very pru- 
dent young man, poſſeſſed of underſtanding, 
literature, and morals. He is the ſon of the 
unfortunate M. Luifius, whoſe father I believe 
had no other fault than that of not being ſuffi- 
ciently careful of a life, which he had devored 


»The king invaded the principality of Liege, to enforcy 
the payment of a very old debt; and M. de Voltaire wrote 
him a juſtificatory memorial. 

to 
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io the ſervice of his maſter The ſon aids me 
in my little negociation, with all imaginable dif- 
cretion and ſagacity. I take the liberty, to aſ- 
ſure yoyg. majeſty that, ſhould you- have any 
occaſion for a ſecretary, and ſhould you admit 
him into your ſervice, or deign to employ him 
in any other manner, and form him to buſineſs, 
he is a man with whom your majeſty would be 
exceedingly well ſatisfied. 

I am too much attached to you, fire, to ſpeak 
thus to you of any perſon unmeritedly. He is 
well informed in what relates to buſineſs, al- 
though ſo young; he bas worked under the 
direction of his father, and is in poſſeſſion of 

more than one ſtate ſecret. The more I am 

acquainted. with him, the more I find him to be 
prudent and diſcreet. Your majeſty will not 
repent of having taken the baron von Schmettau 
into your ſervice; and I think that, 1n a different 
way, you would at leaſt be equally well pleafed 
with young Luifius. I am like the devout who 
ſeek only to bring ſouls over to God, I wait 
till I have put every thing into a proper train, 
that I may quit the field of battle, and return to 
my other ſovereign, at Bruſſels. In the mean 
time I remain in your palace, where M. de 
Raesfeld has given me an apartment, under the 
| good pleaſure of your majeſty, Your palace 
L 4 at 
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at the Hague is the emblem of human gran- 
The ſpacious chambers, worthy of their king, 

Of rotted planks and ruin'd roofs complalh. 


Woe, cries the howling wind, to pannel gilt, | 
And ſtuccoed wall! For doors the damps have eaten, 
And windows fall the prey of ſtorms and time. 
Here I behold, in armory apart, 
Cuiraſſe and ruſty breaſt- plate, faulchion huge, 
And target ſuch as none but heroes wield; 
Vaſt, and awful in their antiquity ; 
Mocking theſe puny times; reminding us 
What warriors were, and what your anceſtors. 


There are alſo books which, for the ſpace of 
fifty years, have been read only by the rats, and 
which are covered with the largeſt cobwebs in 
Europe, to ſhield them from the approach of 
the profane. 

Were the Penates of this palace able to ſpeak, 
they would no doubt exclaim— 


Why in negle& and duſt do we remain? 
Of this great king why have we to complain? 


From him his kingdom each good gift receives; | 
Yet us in ruin and contempt he leaves, 


1 am, &c. 


LE T- 
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+ 14; 'B T 4 . R CXLVII.. 
2 Fron N. de Voltaire. 


IRE. 5 a 25 | The Hague, one ene 


IT FIRST entreat your majeſty to read the 
incloſed letter, written by young Luiſius, in 
which you will ſee what are in general the ſenti- 

ments of the public reſpecting the Anti-Ma- 


chiavel, 
The Engliſh envoy, M. Trevor, and all who 


have the leaſt claim to information, unanimouſly 
approve the work. But I believe I have before 
informed your majeſty that the ſame cannot be 
ſaid of thoſe who have leſs underſtanding, and 
more prejudices, In proportion as they are 
obliged to admire all which they perceive to be 
eloquent and virtuous in the book, they endea- 
vour to blacken whatever has the appearance 
of being ſomewhat free. They are owls, of- 
fended at the blaze of day ; and unfortunately 
there are too many owls in the world. Though 
J have retrenched, or ſoftened, many of thoſe 
ſtrong truths which irritate feeble minds, there 
are ſtill ſome remaining in the manuſcript that 
was copied by Vanduren. All men of letters, 
all philoſophers, and all worthy people, are 
| ſausfied 
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ſatisfied with the book, which ought to pleaſe 
all the world; for it is a work written for all 
men, and all ages. Dr of it will ap- 
pear in five or fix languages. 
The exclamations of monks and bigots ought 
not, 1 imagine, to vanquiſh the Praiſes of the 
remainder of the world. They declaim, they 
write, they are the authors of journals. There 
are even certain paſſages in the Anti- Machiavel 
by which a malignant miniſter might profit, to 
irritate certain powers. 

With a view therefore to remedy uy incon- 
veniences, I have worked day and night at the 
new edition, the firſt ſheets of which I ſend to 

your majeſty. I have only ſoftened certain 
touches in your admirable picture; and I think 

myſelf almoſt certain, theſe trifling corrections 
being made, which do not diminiſh the beauty 
of the work, that no perſon will ever think he 
has reaſon to complain; and theſe inſtructions 


for kings will paſs to poſterity as ſacred writings, 


againſt which none will blaſpheme. 

Tour book, fire, muſt reſemble yourſelf ; it 
muſt inſpire general pleaſure. The meaneſt of 
your ſubjects love you; and the moſt limited 
of your readers muſt admire. 

Jou cannot but ſuppoſe that a ſecret, known 


to lo. many people, will ſoon be known to the 
whole 
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whole world. A man of Cleves aſked, while 
+ your majeſty was at Moiland “ Pray is it true 
« that our king is one of the moſt learned men, 
* and a man of the greateſt genius, in Europe ? 
% T have heard he has nen to refute Ma- 
* chiavel!” / wth 

'Your court has talked on this cabjedt for theſe 
fix months; all which renders the publication 
of the edition I have undertaken neceſſary; and 


of which J ſhall diſtribute copies throughout | 


Europe, to bring that of Vanduren into diſ- 
credit, which is indeed very defective. 

If, after having compared the two, your ma- 
jeſty ſhould think me too ſevere, if you wiſh to 
preſerve ſome paſſages, or to add others, you 
only need fo to ſay. As I mean to purchaſe half 
of the new edition of Paupie, to ſend as preſents, 
and as Paupie has already fold the other half 
to his correſpondents, I ſhall in a fortnight be- 
gin a new and more correct edition, which ſhall 


conform to your majeſty” s intentions. It will 


be particularly neceſſary immediately to know 
on what your majeſty ſhall determine; in order 
to direct the perſons who tranſlate the work 
iato Engliſh and Italian. It is a monument for 
the lateſt poſterity ; the only book worthy of a 


king which has appeared for theſe fifteen bun- 


dred years. Your glory is the ſubject in queſtion, 
a 1 5 for 
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for which I have almoſt as much affection as for 


your perſon. Be pleaſed therefore « to lend me 
| preciſe orders. | 

- Should your majeſty not chink ha nook of 
W ſufficiently ſuppreſſed by the new 

edition, and if you wiſh me to buy up as many 
copies as I can of the former, you have only to 
| ſend me your commands. I will likewiſe buy 
up as many as I can without affectation in other 
countries; for he has begun to ſend his book 
abroad. It is one of thoſe knaviſh tricks for 
which there is no remedy. I am obliged here 
to maintain a law - ſuit againſt him: the intention 
of the raſcal was to keep both the firſt and the ſe 
cond editions to himſelf. He wiſhed to print from 
the manuſcript which I endeavoured to get back 
from him, and even that which I have corrected, 
and to cheat under the cloak of the law. He 
founds his claims on having received the firſt 
manuſcript from me; and afferts that he alone 
has a right to print the book, Well may he a& 
thus; for the two editions, and thoſe which muſt 
follow, would make his fortune : I being per- 
ſuaded that any bookſeller in Europe, who 
ſhould have the ſole copy-right to himſelf, 
would at leaſt gain thirty thouſand ducats. 
This man has given me much trouble; but a 


word under your majeſty's hand will be my con- 


6 ſolation. 
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ſolation. Of this I have great need, W am 
on a bed of thorns. 

I live in your De and, G it | be true 
that J do not put your envoy to any expence, 
yet, after a certain time, a gueſt becomes trouble- 
ſome. I can neither leave it nor live in it with 
perfect propriety, unleſs your majeſty ſhould 
write a line to your envoy. 

To this packet I add the copy of my letter to 
the wretched., curate with whom the manuſcript 
was depoſited ; for I wiſh your majeſty to be in- 
formed of every ſtep I take. 

I am, &c. 


L. E T T. ER; CMI. 
From tbe King. 
RNemuſberg, October 1740. 


] AM aſhamed of being three letters in 
your debt, but ſtill more aſhamed of the con- 
tinuance of my fever. Truly, my dear Voltaire, 

we are poor creatures! A very trifle diſorders 
and ſubdues us. 
I have profited by your advice relative to 
the biſhop of Liege, and you will ſee my claims 
printed in the gazettes. The affair however is 
RE FE drawing 
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drawing to a concluſion; and, in a fortnight, 1 
imagine my troops will evacuate the county of 
Horn. 

Ceſario has anſwered you, relative to M. du 


; Chatelet ; and : Hope Ap are ſatisfied with his 


anſwer. . 

I own I repent having written the Anti-Ma- 
chiavel; for the diſputes into which you are 
dragged with Vanduren will make a kind of 


bankruptcy, in the world of UF e during 


- fifteen days of your life. 


I wait for Mahomet with great impatierice. 

Will you be kind enough to engage the comes 
dian who is the author of Mahomet II. and en- 
join him to raiſe a company of players in France; 
and bring them to Berlin, by the firſt of June 
1741? It is neceſſary the company ſhould be a 
good one, and complete, both for tragedy and 
comedy; and that the principal pw ſhould be 
doubled “. 


* By this the king means, other actors ſhould be ready 
to play the principal parts of thoſe actors to whom they were 
allotted ; ſhould the latter; from any accident; be unable or 


unwilling to perform. This is a general cuſtom in France, 


fo that the ſpectators are not, as in England, deprived of the 
play advertiſed; though they are frequently obliged to be 
ſatisfied with a ſecond-rate ſet of actors. The 2 1 actors 


often refule to appear, SES 
4 I have 
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I have reconſidered and changed my opinion 


concerning the gentleman who underſtands ſo 


many languages“, and you will do me a plea- 
ſure to ſend him to Berlin. 

Bernard ſpeaks in the language of. an adept; 
and does not wiſh to print books, but to make 
gold. 


If I am able, 1 will put the __ of- Breda 


in motion. I will even write to my miniſter, 


at Vienna, in behalf of M. du Chatelet, whoſe 
interference may perhaps be of ſervice to her. 
Salute that rare and eſtimable lady, on my part; 
and reſt perſuaded that Voltaire, while he ſhall 
continue to exiſt, will never have a better friend 

FREDERIC. 


* 
0 k 
: 


J. 


L A T. TEN CM 
From the King. | 1 


11 Oftober 12, 174% 


HE comes! Urania's fav'rite fon! 
With him the muſes come; 
Except immortal Emily, 
Who ſtays and weeps at home. 


* M. du Moulard. 


—_ | 
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| Fancy, on whom the Graces wait, 
is orbit pictures, and tranſports 
Him in her magic car 
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The mind, prophetic, oft forebodes 


When bliſs unhop'd is near; 


The mind, prophetic, now predicts, 


Voltaire will ſoon be here | 


' Now blind and ſtupid Ignorance 


| Begins with fear to ſhake ; 
Thou com'ſt, and thy bright blaze of noon 
Her midnight Imps forſake ! 


Enjoyment laughing with thee comes ; 


And Pleaſure opes the door: 


The Wiſhes, Smiles, and Sports, and Loves, 


Impatient, on us pour. 


Genius, where'er ſhe may reſide, 
From banks of Thames or Tee, 


From Tagus, 'Tyber, Po, or Seine, 


Takes flight to welcome thee. 
The Arts revive, fair Science rears 
Her long-ſepulchred head; 
Their ſaviour comes, his voice is heard, 
The tombs ae up their dead | 


I may at laſt flatter myſelf I ſhall ſee you this 


year. 


I ſhall not act like the inhabitants of 


Thracia, who, when they made a banquet for 
the gods, took care firſt to eat the marrow them- 
a. Apollo ſhall be received by me as he 
| deſerves: 
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deſerves: for our Apollo is not only the god of 


phyſic, but of philoſophy, hiſtory, and, in fine, 
of all the arts | 


As all that 's exquiſite, in fruits, 
Concentrates in the pine; 

$0 all that's exquiſite, in art, 
Voltaire, is duly thine! 


You talk to me concerning my health, and 
think me full of prejudices, while I think it 
my misfortune that I have too few 


Hippocrates, and all his ſaints; 
In vain would I adore: 
Pois'nous to me their drugs and pills 
Then why their aid implore ? 


Of ſaints, indeed, the trade I hold 
In little eftimation ; 

K naves, fools, or madmen, them I deem, 
Whate'er their ſe& or nation. 

For you, ye quacks, forbear to vaunt 
That ye can life impart j 

Wiſdom and Fate but laugh to view 
The antics of your art. 


The lawyer, proud in argument, 
To fave the world from harm, 
His well-cloth'd client naked leaves, 


Then aſks him How! Not warm ?” 


Thus prieſt, phyſician, lawyer, all 
Unite—an awful trine ! 
One cries, Your purſe ! Your life ! the next ; 
| The third, Your ſoul is mine! 
vor. vil. - But 
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But lawyer, empiric, and prieſt, | 

Of noble pedigree, 

Aſſaſſins, raſcals, traitors, hence ! 
You *re not the men for me. 


I have entirely read Machiavel, and, to own 
the truth, am not quite ſatisfied ; for which rea- 
ſon I am determined to change what does not 
pleaſe me, and to print a new edition, at Berlin, 
undet my own inſpection. With this intent 1 
have ſent an article to the public papers, in 
which the author of the work diſavows the two 
editions. I aſk your pardon, but I could not 
act otherwiſe; for there are ſo many alterations 

in your edition, that it is no longer my work. I 
have found the fifteenth and ſixteenth chapters 
very different to what I wiſhed them to be; 
and it will be. the employment of the winter to 
new-model the book, Let me however entreat 
you not to mention my name too freely, for this 
gives me no pleaſure. You know likewiſe that, 
when I ſent you the . I exacted in- 
violable ſecrecy. 

I have taken young Luiſius into my ſervice. 
As to his father, he eſcaped, I believe, about a 
year ago, from the country of Cleves ; and I 
think it will be a matter of great indifference 
where the lunatic ends his life. n 

I know not at what place you will receive this 


* but ſhall be yery — ſhould it meet you 
near 
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near Pruſſia. Every thing is prepared for your 
reception, and I wait the moment to embrace 
you with impatience. 

Many thanks for what you have written in 
my favour. Friendſhip with you has no limits; 
my gratitude is equally unbounded *. 


Your marquis f and your Dutchmen doze 
On down, and vent their dreams; 

*'Out-ftretch'd at eaſe, the world reform, 

And me reprove, it ſeems, 


So let them idly loll and preach, 
I envy not ſuch bliſs: 

Tis certain thoſe who nothing do 
Can never do amiſs, | 


—— 8 * 
„ T E R CL. 
From M. is Valtaire. 


The Hague, October 175 174% 
To Berlin ſoon the mock-majeſtic race, 
With ruffle, ſword, bag-wig, and unwaſh'd face, 


Hail, rain, and thunder, poniard, trumpet, drum, 
Silk rags, and patch-work finery, ſhall come; 


& 


* This paragraph, and the following verſes, are added from 


the Baſil edition. Tc 
{4 The ambaſſador, Fenelon. 6 er 4 1 
M2 Laws 
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Laws and religion, human and divine, | 
Nightly to teach, that they next day may dine: 
With hero flalk and ſtamp, and beggar pride, 
Enacting how the mighty Cæſar died; 
And how, in robes Dutch-gilt and linen foul, 
The world he ruP'd, with ſtrut, and rant, and howl. 
Half woman and half feather, head and heel, 
Hear dwarkiſh heroine Dido's woes reveal 
To ſix- foot confidante ; whoſe virtuous tears 
Are interſpers d with wanton winks and leere, 
a At lovers aim'd, who wait till weeping queens 
Retire to cure their griefs, behind the ſcenes, 

God be praifed that your majeſty has made 
the generous reſolution ſoon to take pleaſure. 
This is the only advice J have dared to give; 
but I defy politicians to give better. Recolle& 
the conſtant pain in your fide; a diſeaſe which 
labouring in the cabinet will increaſe, and which 


pleaſure will cure. He who renders others happy 
deſerves happineſs himſelf; but will not obtain 


it, if he have a pain in his fide. 

At length I fend you copies of the new edi- 
tion of the Anti-Machiavel. I think I have 
taken the only part which remained to be taken, 
and that I have obeyed your ſacred commands. 
I perſiſt in believing it was neceſſary to ſoften 
ſame paſſages, which might bave given offence 
to the feeble, and diſguſt to certain politicians, 
I repeat that ſuch a book has no need of ſuch 

a 7 orna- 
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ornamental parts. The ambaſſador Camas would 
be thrown off the hinges, were he to encounter 
theſe tickling maxims at Paris, which however he 
practiſes a little too much. The very devout will 


be your admurers. They are no partiſans of mine, 
indeed; but I am more cautious in your behalf 


than in my own. It is neceſſary that my dear 
and reſpectable monarch, the moſt amiable of 
kings, ſhould pleafe the whole world. After the 


ode of Greſſet, there is no poſſibility, fire, that 


you ſhould conceal yourſelf, The mine is blown, 
and it is requiſite boldly to appear on the breach, 


None but Oſtrogoths and Vandals can think it 


wrong that a young -prince, of twenty-five or 
twenty-ſix, ſhould employ his leiſure to» render 
men better, and to inſtru them while inſtruct- 
ing himſelf. You made yourſelf wings, when 
at Rheinſberg, on which to mount to immor- 
tality. Though you will diſcover every road to 
fame, yet this is not the leaſt glorious of paths 


Witneſs the god whom Titus bow'd before, 

Nor bluſh'd Aurelius at his ſhrine t' adore ; 
Blaſphem'd by bigots, worſhipp'd by the wiſe, 

2 Whoſe gifts my monarch ſhall immortalize. 


Young French officers are daily coming here, 
who, when aſked what is their intention, anſwer 
M 3 they 


[ 
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they are going to ſeek employment in Pruſſia. 


There are at preſent four of my acquaintance, 
one of whom is the ſon of the governor of Berg- 


Saint-Vinox ; another is ſub- major of the regi- 
ment of Luxembourg ; a third'the ſon of a preſi- 


dent; and the fourth the baſtard of a biſhop. 
One has run away with a girl; another has run 


away with himſelf; this has married the daughter 
of his taylor; and the fourth wiſhes to turn player, 


till he can obtain a regiment. 


I have heard intelligence, by which my to- 
lerant ſpirit is enraptured : your majeſty has in- 
vited the poor anabaptiſts back, who had been 
driven out of Pruſſia, I do 1 not very who know 
why— 


If John exorciſe, or be exorcis'd ; 

If he have twice been, or not once, baptiz'd ; 
Be facraments, or be they not, his due; 

If he be Chriſtian, Brachman, Turk, or Jew, 
I aſk not, What is country, faith, or birth ? 
I only aſk—* Is John a man of worth?“ 
While he reſpects the magiſtrate, and laws, 
While he is virtuous, he has my applauſe. 

| Your ſaints can feed on faith, however crude z 
For me, I find it e food. 
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A. K TT: Ms ;.CIk; 
From the King. 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, one. 


IAM a thouſand times obliged to you 
for the good offices you have done me; for the 


man of Liege, whom you have vanquiſhed ; for 


Vanduren, whom you keep in awe; and in fine 
for all your acts of friendſhip. In a word, you 
are the guardian of my works, and the for- 
tunate genius whom no doubt fome beneficent 
being has ſent to ſupport and inſpire me— 


Ungrateful mortals, ſenſeleſs hearts of ſtone, 
Whom acts of human courteſy diſown, | 
Abjure your ſelfiſh arts, hear Virtue's claim, 
Admiſſion grant to Friendſhip's ſacred flame. 


Oh Friendſhip ! Child of heav'n ! By heav'n endow'd 
With all the gifts of which the gods are proud !- 

| Jealous Affection, burning Zeal, are thine ; | 
And all that renders man, mere man, divine 


* The date in the Berlin edition is October 21, 174% 


M 4 Souls 
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Souls high in virtue doſt thou ſeek, and bind 
In th? unſeen fetters of congenial mind} 
Souls that the ſmiles or frowns of Fate diſdain, 
Souls that o'er Fate herſelf unſhaken reign! + 


Nyſus ! Euryalus! Immortal pair, 
| Sacred to friendſhip 1 Dauntleſa, noble, fair! 
Wiſe in the captivating bloom of youth ; 
Victims of patriot-love, and mutual truth ! 


Yes, matchleſs youths! Fame has to you decreed 
That freſheſt, faireſt wreath, bleſt Friendſhip's meed ! 
Nor Time leagu'd with Oblivion, Merit's foes, | 
Shall wreſt the blooming honours from your brows. 


Yet, hark! Thear a more exalted name; 

One whoſe demands are higher ſtill on Fame; 
Voltaire, reſounding, fills aſtoniſh*d ſpace ! | 
Friendſhip's high-prieſt, in office firſt and place, 
Mornay * had long the ſplendid ſtation held, 

For far had Mornay modern friends excell'd ; 
Hearing thy name, reſpectful he retir'd, 

And thus addreſs'd thee— Truth his boſom fir'd : 


10 From duty I my ſov? reign's rights maintain'd 3 
« Traitors my ſword, my tongue, my pen diſdain'd ; 
1% Motives more gen'rous ſtill thy boſom Knows, 
With ſecret acts of love thy friendſhip glows, 


hw By virtues properly thy own ſupplied, 
« By thee my worth made known, by thee e 


&« In giving fame thou but inſpireſt awe; 
% When thou appear'ſt tis fit that I withdraw,” 


* Warrior, ambaſſador and friend of Heary | IV. 3 and one 
a the principal characters in the Henriade. r. 


Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the ſage; each cherubim-fraught cloud J 
His words to liſtening earth repeats aloud : 

The liſtening earth reverb'rates back th* applauſe : 

And Truth, Voltaire, and Friendſhip, gain their cauſe! 


While heav'n and earth combin'd the ſounds renew, | 
Vet do but grant the praiſe that is thy due, : | 
In France, exerting friend's prerogative, | 
For thee J plead, that tyrants may forgive, 


Gift of the godlike! Friendſhip, be thou mine 

Thy virtues, nay thy weakneſſes, divine! Mm 
Thou art of magnauimity the ſource ; 7 

Venus compar'd to thee wants love, Alcides force, 


I am exerting my whole rhetoric with Her- 1 
cules* de Fleuri, to try whether he may not be 1 
humanized, relative to yourſelf. You know 
what a kind of animal a prieſt, a politician, and 

an obſtinate man is; and | moſt particularly en- 
treat you will not render me reſponſible for the 
ſucceſs of my ſolicitations. He is a Vanduren, 
ſeated on a throne | 


| 


This red-capp'd Machiavel, whom Falſe Report, 


Evaſion, Quirk, and new-born Lye ſurround, 
Rears now and then his creſt, and Worth makes bluſh, 


Strange that, unleſs th? old Idol be perfum'd 
With myrrh, frankincenſe, and Arabia's ſpice, 


* Hercules was the chriſtian name of cardinal de Fleuri. T. 
| - Unleſs 
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: Unleſs his praiſe be trumpeted aloud, 
Murder! Decorum 's murder'd, is the cry! 

I know thy heart, where lurk nor abje& praiſe, 
Nor daſtard fear: thou greatneſs doſt not worſhip. 
Sincere and upright, frankneſs ſuch as thine 

But ill can pleaſe this old, this mitred monarch. 
To charms of Philis, ay or Emily, 
What tho? divine, thou Freedom doſ prefer. 
Born for her arms, the miſtreſs of thy heart ; 
The ſplendid beauty reigns ; and reign ſtill might, 
Would'ft thou but hither come, and join with me 
In worſhip at her ſhrine. And ah ! Why not ? 
Can none but France, ungrateful France, true pleaſures 

yield ? 


y_ 


— 
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There is an additional paragraph to this letter, in the 
Berlin edition, which contains the ſubſtance of letter CXLIV. 
It is difficult to ſay whether it were or were not a feparate 
letter. T. HL 


LET. 
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LE TN ws 
From M. de Voltaire. N 


The Hague, October 25 1740. 
OH lovely Hope! Delightful ſhade! 
With bliſs thou doſt the ſoul peryade. 
Say, ſhall I ſee the king, whoſe art 
Enraptures and ſubdues the heart ? 


Tis odd enough, but we are told 
By Mr. Bible (author old) 

That Moſes ſaw his God, I ween, 
Although he was not to be ſeen, 


With bold aſſertion, one verſe ſays, 
He viewid Jehovah face to face; 
Another frankly dares to teach 

He ſpoke with nothing but his breech, 


The book incongruous has been call'd ; 
No matter though the text be bald, 
Or whether lips that gave the wind 
Before were ftation'd, or behind, 


"Tis very clear his God he ſaw, 

From him receiv'd his written law. 
Your laws, I own, give more delight ; 
There's greater rapture in your ſight ! 


I've ſeen the monarch twice, I'll ſay, 
Who ready homage deigns to pay 
To Loye, when Love is pleas'd to call 
To Mirth, when Mirth laughs in the hall. 
Pallas 
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Pallas and Mars to him are known; 
To ev'ry noble art he's prone : 

And Minos' laws, and Muſes” lyre, 

His genius exerciſe, and fire. 

And yet he ſwerves, oh ſtrange to tell! 

From precepts which he knows ſo well: 


Himſelf neglecting, back he flies, 
And with a burning fever dies! 


The prince of Heſſe has this moment aſſured 
me, fire, that the king of Sweden, having long 
been of your majeſty's opinion, and having ſuf- 
fered under a kind of continual fever, at length 
yielded in obſtinacy to the diſeaſe, took the 
bark, and 1s cured. 

Earth's kings collective muſt indeed 
Bluſhing before my king recede ; 
His ſoul is far a brighter flame : 
Alas! His body 's much the ſame, 


If, in the climate of Sweden, a king, whether 


by the Jeſuits' powder, why will you, tre, not 


take this powder? 


To Loyola, in this, obedience ſhew; 
Let your Lutherian ſpirit prove 
He little knew of things above; 
But take the bark, and own his pow'r below. 


I wiſh, fire, to. travel to Berlin, aceompanied 
by 


=) 
44 
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CORRESPONDENCE, 173 


by a packet of the powder of bark. In vain 
would your majeſty continue your labours, 
while afflicted with the fever, and employ, your 
leiſure in writing the proſe of Cicero and the 
poetry of Catullus. If you continue to neglect 
this accurſed fever, I ſhall inceſſantly be uneaſy. 
If it be your majeſty's wiſh that I ſhould, for 

a few days, be happy enough to pay you my 
court, *- © 

'My heart, and this my meagre frame, 

Are prompt your bounteous ſmiles to claim: 

Nor is my promptitude unknown; 

You 're well convinc'd my heart 's your own. 


I ſhall be under the indiſpenſable neceſſity 
of returning ſoon to Bruſſels, to aid madame 
du Chatelet in her law-ſuit, and to quit Marcus 
Aurelius for chicanery. But where is the man 
who is maſter of his own actions? Have not you 
yourſelf an immenſe load to bear, which fre- 
- quently, by the neceſſity of fulfilling your ſacred 
duties, impedes the gratification of your inclina- 
tons? 

I am; &c. 


NN 
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From the Ki +. 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, | o. 26.75. 

TRE moſt unexpected accident on earth 

at preſent prevents me from opening my heart 

to you, as uſual, and prattling as much as . ** 
The Emperor 1 is dead | 


To monarchy not born, he firſt was king, 


Emperor next; Eugene his glory was; 
But, to the heraldry of future fame 
Derogatory, bankrupt has be died. 


His death deranges all my pacific ideas ; and I 
imagine that, in the month of June, there will be 
more talk of gunpowder, ſoldiers, and fortified 
towns, than of actreſſes, balls, and theatres ; ſo 
that I am obliged to ſuſpend che agreement into 
which we were to have entered. | 

My affair with Liege is terminated ; but the 
preſent buſineſs is of much greater conſequence 
to all Europe: it is the moment of total change 
in the old ſyſtem of politics. It is the ſtone hewn 
out of the rock without hands, in the dream of 
\ Nebuchodonoſor ; and which, falling upon the 


four metals, deſtroyed them all. 
A 2 I am 
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I am a thouſand times obliged to you for the 
_ finiſhed impreſſion of Machiavel. I can do no- 
thing more at it, at preſent, for I am overloaded 
with affairs. I ſhall ſend my fever about its hu- 
ſineſs, having need of my machine, and it being 
neceſſary that every advantage ſhould be taken 
which the moment affords. 
I ſend you an ode, in anſwer to that of Greſſet. 
Adieu, dear frier u. Never forget me, but 
remain perſuade” of the tender eſteem with 
which I am 
Your very faithful friend. 


, . , 4 974 
L ET T ER CLIV. 
From the Ning. 


os Hine, November 8, 1740. 
A BOVE the douds, with rapid flight, 
Soon art thou loſt to mortal fight ; 9595 
While crawling here, on earth, I rove; 
The ſport. of thunder-bearing Jove, 
Of malice, and of furious zeal ; 
Which laſt hath oft made mortal feel 
Such torments as, from juſtice ſwerv'd, 
Itſelf alone could have deſerv'd. 
But leave we bigots preaching folly, 
Howling to make men melancholy. 


Of fell exploit, and warlike deed, 
Of thrones, and pow'rs, and princes, read 
Thou 


i 
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Thou willing would'ſt, in book which Fate 
Ne'er man permitted to tranſlate ; 

And book that ne'er was read t* explain 
Might puzzle a very learned brain. 


Go ſearch the records of the dome 
By Voltaire built, for Henry's home; 
Fame's temple, where in blooming youth, 
Spotleſs and pure, ſtands naked Truth. 
There ev'ry queſtion thou ſhalt aſk 
To ſolve will be an eaſy taſk, 
But, if thy curious with Cenand 
Fantaſtic figures by my hand, 
I take the bruſh, and ſketches draw, 
Exceeding all that Callot * faw. 


Firſt then behold ma'am Glory's pot, 
By ſtoker fiend kept boiling hot; 


While lunatics, in ſearch of fame, 


Gaze at and ſnuff the fumes and flame, 


With viſage black, and fiery brand 
Whirling aloft in either hand, 
Turn here and view a ſpectre grim, 


' A female of diſtorted limb, 


Such jargon muttering, in her fear, 
As never ſtruck on mortal ear! 
Suſpicion her ſupport; and Pride, 
Through dark uncertainty, her guide. 
Groping in doubt and dread ſhe creeps, 
And never ſmiles, and never ſleeps. 
Implacant harpy ! Hear her name! 
"Tis Policy ! From hell ſhe came ; 

She and the dam that gave her birth, 
Int'reſt—Their end? To trouble earth! 


* A famous defigher of the groteſque, T. 


Their 


CORRESPONDENCE 
| Pervade the,courts ha hearts — FR 
Nations embroil, and hatred ſpread, 

And rage, that die not with the dead. 

And, hark I I hear the thund'ring drum! 
Of madd' ning heroes thouſands comem © ” 
Rape, murder, laccage they purſue : 
And while exultingly they view r 
The flow'r of manhood mangled, lain, 
The ſhrieking infant, bleeding plain, 

The waſted field, the burning town, ny 
They yaunt of valour and renown! _ + , 

Loud ſwells the ſtorm ! Of crowns bereft, 

Of honour ftript, in miſery left, 
The potent and the proud I ſee ! 
Na more—The reſt I leave to thee! 
All I omit, where, when, and why, 
Thy rapid fancy can ſupply. _ 
Shift thou the ghaſtly ſcene of death ; 
For, wanting words, and out of breath, 
Offended, fick'ning at the fight, ,. 
My muſe half frighten'd takes her flight. 


This is an excellent hiftory of the things which 
you foreſee. Had Don Louis Acunha, cardinal 


Alberoni, or the mitred Hercules, any ſecretary 
who ſhould preſent them with ſimilar plans, I 
imagine he would quit their cabinet with the 
loſs of a pair of ears. You muſt however be ſa- 
tisfied for the preſent, I leave you to imagine 
as much more as you ſhall pleaſe. With reſpect 
to the affairs of your own private politics, we will 
VOL. VII, | N conſult 
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conſult on them at Berlin; and I imagine I ſhall 


ſoon have the means s of EN you Perfect 


ſatisfaction. 

Adieu, dear ſwan. Let me occaſionally hear 
you ſing; but not, according to the fiction of 
the poet, by ſurrendering your ſoul on the banks 
of the Simois. I wiſh to receive your letters, and 
to ſee you in good health, even better than you 


are in at preſent. Vou know the eſteem J have 


for you, of which you are perſuaded. 


Lr e. 


From M. de Voltaire. 


Herford, November 11, 1740. 


HERE trav ling poſt to Paradiſe, 

Through ruts of ſnow and hills of ice, 
Some fiend malignant, griev'd to ſee 

My car roll onward firm and free, 

A ftorm firſt rais'd of rain and hail, 
Comes me behind, and whiſks his tail; 

Craſh! Down I go, and out I roll: 

And here am left by this damn'd ſoul ! 

With pride jmprudent oft did 1 
Fortune in former times defy : 

But I recant: her ſecret ſprings | 
| Govern coach wheels, as well as kings; 

One king excepted, pray take note. 

To her my pray'rs I thus devote— 

«To 


— 3 „ 1. a. a 
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To meet thy maſter, yet thy pride, 
Oh lady, grant my ſteps to guide! 

Smile and accord this happy day, 

N eee g. 2/40 


Fortune, ſire, has been too envious of my ac- 
ceſs to your majeſty. Far from granting my 
prayers, ſhe has juſt broken down the coach 
which was bringing us to the promiſed land, on 
the Herford road. Du Molard, the Orientaliſt, 
whom I bring with me into Pruſſia, according 
to your majeſty's orders, pretends that never had 
pilgrim of Mecca a more vexatious accident in 
Arabia; and that the Jews, in the wilderneſs, 
were not ſo much to be pitied. 

Here one ſervant ſcampers to requeſt aid from 
the Weſtphalians, who imagine he is come to aſk 
for ſomething to drink; another runs he knows 
not whither. Du Molard, who promiſes him- 
ſelf to write the narrative of our journey in Ara- 
bic and Syriac, is as capable of uſing his hands 
and legs as if he were not a man of learning: 
he is gone on diſcovery, half on foot, half in a 
cart; and I, in my velvet breeches, ſilk ſtock- 
ings, and galoſhes, am mounted upon a reſtive 
horſe, 


Without ſaddle, of ſhoes, a moſt ſorrowful elf, 


Aftride on a coupler as lean as myſelf! | 
N 2 Tod 
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You'd haveaſk'd, n vis while * baer muſt have 
ſplit, 92 are CC] 
Cha this be beten wie wake?! 2 * 
Thus wander'd, as we by Cervantes are told, 
Through foreſts and deſerts, Don Quixote of old: 
e griev'd not, and ſure Pe leſs cauſe to repine; 
His goal was Taboſo, but Potſdam is mine | 03 "995 


Arriving at Herford thus equipped, the ſenti- 
nel demanded my name. very properly an- 
ſwered Don Quixote; 4 and under this name was 
admitted. 7 

When wan 1 be able to os) ufer at your 
majeſty's feet? At thoſe of your creature, your 
admirer, your Ke. I 


PLC AC 
From M. de Voltaire *. 


A fragment. 


* *# © - u » #+* 4% * 4 + # 
* * 


- K #,9-.0.4 4.0 4 4 #| + 
I leave my king, tis true; but my torn heart 

Tells how reluctantly, how griev'd I part. 

Four years in faith this heart has never err'd, 


Ten years affection ſtill muſt be preferr'd. 


This, being one of M. de Voltaire's letters, is not in the 
Berlin edition; and is with ſtrange inaccuracy aſcribed to 
Frederic by the Baſil editors. . _ 

| ero 
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Hero of friendſhip, I appeal to you, 
If yours the firſt, is not the latter due? | 
I love, yet leave; — — 72 


I hear, J turn, I ſigh, yet willingly obey... 


Your ode is perfect, and I ſhould feel envy 
did I not feel rapture. I caſt myſelf at the feet 
of your humanity. I have dared ne tg 

ad- 


attach myſelf to the moſt amiable of men: 
mire the protector of the empire, of his ſabje&ts, 
and of the arts, 


* 


: 


* 
* a 
. 4 5 
” 
» 
f . 
: 


L E T T＋., R LU 
een | 


Cle ves, December 15 1740 

I RIGHTLY foretold that Berlin ſhould be queen 

Of the arts and the pleaſures, agAthens had been. 

And when Algarottz the tender has preſs'd 
The handſome Lujac, his ; young, friend, to his breaſt, N 

I've thought T'beheld;” with exception of ag age, VS 
Alcibiades lock'd in the arms of the ſage. 
Not the flat fac d, the black-brow'd, the large-fronted 
6 ;-» Grecian; 

But the due ed, he Roman-toe'd, Elirming Venetian. 


if, Of Venice and. Greece let u me pratile no more. 
For Frederic I quitted what moſt I adore We 


o * &$ 
Hem! F Fs 4 


Count Algarotti was a native of Venice. I ſt 
N 3 7 
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My books and my miſtreſs; to hear and admire 
The ſtrong yet mellifluous ſounds of his lyre. 
He ftruck! And its harmony told me to ſtay; 
But the trumpet diſcordant now drives me away. 


©» Undaunted, the temple of Janus you throw 
Wide open to wretchedneſs, warfare, and woe. 
While you with a paſſion ſo different burn, 

Confus'd to the Temple of Love I return; 

At Emily's feet my juſt homage to pay, 

And henceforth the precepts of beauty obey. 


I pray Heaven, fire, that peace and war may 
favour all your grand enterprizes; and that I may 


again ſoon meet my hero at Berlin, loaded with 


a double wreath of laurel, &c. 
—— 
EET TER CLVII. 
Non the King. | 
n 


Dec. 3 1740. 


I: H AVE received your two letters, but 
have not been able to anſwer them ſooner. I 
am like the check-mated king of Charles XII. 
which ſtill kept moving. During this laſt fort- 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, 


night we have been continually on the foot, and 
have the fineſt weather poſſible. | 
lam too much fatigued to anſwer your charm- 


ing 


8 
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ing verſes, and too cold to taſte all their beau- 
ties; but theſe troubles will paſs away. Aſc 
not poetry from a man who has actually turned 
carter; and is ſometimes even a very beſpattered 
carter. Do you wiſh to know the life I lead? 
—We march from ſeven in the morning till 
four in, the afternoon. I then dine. I afterward 
work, and receive dull viſits ; to which ſucceeds 
a routine of inſipid affairs. I have the ſcrupu- 
lous to convince, the ardent to reſtrain, the idle 
to make active, the choleric to cool, the rapacious 
to contain within the bounds of equity, the pro- 
lix to hear, and the mute to converſe with. In 
fine, it is neceſſary to drink with the drunkard, 
to eat with the glutton, and to become a Jew 
with Jews, and a heathen with heathens.. 

Such are my occupations, which I would wil- 
lingly yield to another, did not the phantom 
called Fame pay me too frequent viſits, This is 
truly a great folly ; a. diſeaſe for which, being 
once imbibed into the habit, it 1s difficult to 
find a cure. 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. May Heaven pre- 
ſerve from danger him with whom I wiſh to ſup, 
after having fought this morning. The ſwan of 
Padua *, I imagine, will profit by my abſence, 


* His ſweet, his dear, his harmonious ſwan of Padua, were 
epithets beſtowed by the king on count Algarotti, who had 
ſtudied at Bologna and Padua, I. 

| N4 and 


—— ̃ ( 
p bv * — 413. ad 
* 
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and make a tour to Paris; the philoſophit ma · 
thematician * will ſquare the circle; the philo- 
ſophic man of letters + will tranſlate from the 
Greek; and the learned Doctiſſime will do 
Songs or ſomething perhaps very like nothing. 

Once again, dear Voltaire, adieu. Do not 
gerd the abſent who love you. 


Tyr E K CLIX. 
From the King: 


; Olay, April PY 2 
8 1 eech of ſtudious eaſe I know; 
Ne'er of Epicurus the foe, 
In pleaſureꝰs arms I well could doze, 
And oft on poppy- beds repoſe. 
But Fame officious, led by Truth, | 
| Comes and diſturbs my ardent youth; 
= The acts of all her heroes reads, C 
And bids me ſhame their higheſt deeds, _ 


I pleafure love; but ah my guide 
Muſt duty be, auſtere in pride! 
Monſters more fierce would I { ubdue 
Than all Alcides overthrew. 


* M. Maupertuis. F. 1 

+ M. de Ia Croze, as] 1 imagine; Ts 
OS —=—_— Wot NEAT we 
r 
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— Profſan name, | 
The proudeſt of the proud to tame, 
To ftrip away the bigot's maſk, 

Were ſurely no unworthy taſk. 
| That fancied angel, Happineſs, 
Who mortal ſeldom deigns to bleſs, 
In this land or in that reſides. 
On Pruſſian or Silefian ground 
No more I'll ſeek. what can't be found ; 
But, firm of purpoſe, ſtill will I 
The. friend of wiſdom live and die, 


The Auſtrians, it is ſaid, have been tot 


and I believe the report to be true. You ſee 
the Iyre of Horace takes its turn, aſter wielding 
the club of Hercules. To perform my duties, 


to be capable of pleaſure, to tilt with the foe, to 


be abſent yet not forget my friends, are things 
which aſſimilate well together, provided that 


bounds be aſſigned to each. Doubt of every 


thing, if you pleaſe, except that I wiſh you never 
to entertain ſcepticiſm relative to the eſteem 


I have for you, "Be perſuaded that I love you 
ever. Alben. 


LE T- 
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FROM this portative city, ſo light 
That it ſhakes with each guſt of the wind, 
Where brick, mortar, and ſtone ' 
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LS PIC. OX. 
From the King. 


The camp of Molwitz, May 2, 1747. 


Are unknown; 
| Where, ill at our caſe, | 
We ſleep under trees, 


In fields that are gloomily glorious ; | 
Where Pruſſia's proud warriors, vidorious, 


Their fugitive enemies chaſe ;, 


From this oddly- built city I write, 
© © Where cruel ambition diſplays | 
The blood-dripping banners of Mars, 


To prove human pity a farce; 
I write to my friend, who, reclin'd 


On the temperate boſom of peace, 
| The loves and the pleaſures unites; 
be living inſtructs and delights, 


Of wiſdom the ſtores to increaſe. 


While I, where contentions are bred, 


Am doom'd to behold, 
Amid nations untold, 


Heroes number'd each day with the dead! 


This is all my warlike muſe has to ay, here 
ſeated in a cold camp. I do not dwell on the 
delicate minutiz of ſenſibility, for there 1s no- 
thing refined in the manner in which we here 


converſe. 
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converſe, This I continually regret; and, while 
I ſubje& the obedient” fury of my troops, it is 
continually at the expence of my feelings, which 
ſuffer under the n evil which I cannot 
avoid committing. 

Marſhal de Belleifle is come EP with a 
ſuite of very intelligent men. I imagine very 
little underſtanding can be left among the French, 
after what has been exported by theſe gentlemen 
of the embaſſy. - To ſee Frenchmen who are not 
lunatics that ought to be manacled, is thought 
a very ſtrange phenomenon in Germany, Such 
are the prejudices of nations. Of theſe ſome 
people of genius rid themſelves ; but this is 
mud in which the vulgar are continually be- 
mired : error is their inheritance. 

To you, who combat error, be health, pro- 
ſperity, and glory everlaſting ! 

Adieu. 


— . —— 
LE T T ANC 


F rom M. ge Voltaire. 


Hum y 1 
eee eee | 
Which yet is much, for fools have none, we find; 

But no—ſo vaſt, ſo wondrous are your pow”rs, 
| Earth's ſum of fools you might ſupply with mind. 


Palas, 


ö 
= 
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Palallas, tis plain, your politics directs; 


| 1: Yourlyre, Apollo; Mars your foes ſubjects. 
1.” 1 Your bed a gun, your canopy the ſæy; 
| | Neuperg pd all his hoſt belle 


in, 


Ceſar, your patron, line lov'd and arts: 
Olf kingdotns conquer'd, and his own deſerts, 


+... He boldly wrote; and hat he wrote remains: 
2 But wrote be verles on Pharſalia's Plains? 


i Your pen, the flying Auſtrian in che field, | 


Fou ardent ſeize, while yet your ſword you wield : 


bis I foreſaw, great king, nor would oppoſe ; 
| > My genius yields ſubmiſſive as your foes. 


0 write verſes; and iR verſes, after 


a e ſire, is a thing unique in its kind, and 


was conſequently reſerved for your majeſty. You 
have beaten Neuperg and Voltaire. Your ma- 
jeſty ought to incloſe laurel leaves in your let- 
ters, as did the old Roman generals. At once 
you merit the triumph of the victor and of the 
poet, and two laurel branches at leaſt are your 
due. 

I heat chat Maupertuis is at Vienna. I pity 
him more than any one; but I pity all who are 
not near your perſon. Colonel Camus, it is ſaid, 


is dead, very much vexed that he was not killed 


in your majeſty's preſence. Major Knobertoff 
(whoſe name 1 write inproperly ) has had this 


5 honour ; from which God preſerve your 
majeſty ! 
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majeſty! I am certain, great king, of your fame; 
but not ſo of your life. Amid how many dan- 
gers, and how many labours, do you pals this 
glorious life ! Leagues to anticipate or break, 
allies to procure or to' retain, ſieges, battles, 
plans—ſuch, are the acts, ſuchTthe trifles of a 
hero. Perhaps Ho: Will ener n. exe 
cept happineſs. on n 

Lou 3 an emperor, n an em 
peror being made, or make yourſelf emperor. 
Should the latter happen, your majeſty will not 
therefore to me be the more ſacred .. 

1 am very impatient to dedicate Mahomet 
to that adorable majeſty. I have had it acted 
at Liſle, where it was performed better than at 
Paris; but, however great the emotions, which 
it excited, they do not equal the emotions my 


heart feels, when 1 recollect all your heroic acts. 


= "Sacred i is one of the titles which a accompany t the FRO 


of emperor. y 
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LE T T. BR n 
From the Ring. ; 


The camp of Molwitz, May. 13, 174m. 


TI E Paris gazettes affirm you are at 
the point of death, and that madame du Chate- 


let never moves from your pillow. They made 


me tremble for the life of a man whom J love, 
at the moment when the receipt of your letter 
informed me this ſame man was full oy life, and 
ſtil my friend. | 

It is not my brather who has been wounded, 
but prince William my coufin. On this fortu- 
nate and unfortunate day we have loſt many 
good ſubjects. I tenderly regret ſome friends, 
the memory of whom will never be effaced from 
my heart. Sorrow for friends ſlain is an evil 
which Providence has deigned to annex to ſuc- 
ceſs in war, in order to temper that immoderate 
Joy which is raiſed by advantages gained over 
our enemies. The loſs of brave men is the 
more ſenſibly felt, becauſe the debt of gratitude 


is due to their manes; which is a debt I never 


ſhall ſufficiently diſcharge. 


My preſent ſituation will ſoon lead me, my 
- dear Voltaire, into new dangers. Having fell- 


ed a tree, it is good to cut away the very roots; 


7 teſt ' 
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leſt the old ſtock ſhonld ſend forth new ſcions. 
We have therefore, to ſee what we can do with 
this tree, of which marſhal, Neuperg may be re- 
garded as the ſap. I have converſed much with 
marſhal de Bellerfle, who in all countries would 
be what is called a very great man. In what 
relates to war, at leaſt, he is a Newton; and as 
amiable, in priyate life, as he is intelligent and 
profound in public affairs. He does infinite 
honour to his men and to the n of his 
maſter. 

I wiſh with my whole ha to hear none but 
good news concerning you; in which be per- 
ſuaded no one intereſts himſelf more than your 
faithful friend. 


L E T T ER CLXIII. 
From the King. 
The camp of Grotkau, June 2, 1741. 
ATTAINING ev'ry art with caſe, | 
Eſpecially the art to pleaſe; 
A volunteer in Venus' wars, 
You who on us and our huſſart 
A thought beſtow ; who well have told 
Of Locke the ſage, and Charles the bold ; 


And, while you ſing the wiſe and brave, 


Of woman are the lng ſlave ; : 
Ruling, 
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„Rang, though bd, as is bur ft. 
Tube realms of wiſdom and of wit; XS, 
Accept, from camp in which platoons +; 
Give fire for fire, and fierce' dragoons 
dee arched that they may'Uwelt 
On feats which they perform ſo wel- 
Accept a ſketch af this our life. 
Exhal'd in turbulence and ſtrife. 
© "Czfario young, and Jordan Mort, 
Hare both been here to pay their court; 
I Tully and Horace with them came, 1 
Aud game fen ocher folks of fame. . 
Wits, politicians, here have been; 
Heroes and marſhals have we ſeen; 
Soldiers we've view'd, whoſe worthy trade 
Is impudence, and ambuſcade ; 1 
While falſchood, ſtratagem, and trap; 
Mine, battery, battle, and miſhap ; 
All theſe have paſs'd before our ſight : 
While Atropos, with fiend-like ſpite, 
Has cut and mow'd down men like graſs. 
And yet the multitude, that afs 
By nature ſaddled to be ridden, 
Has proudly march'd to death when bidden. 
Should I be happier, what though more 
Follies had paſs'd theſe eyes before? 
With you of wiſdom's cup to drink; 
Of pleaſures taſte, yet taſting think; 
With you to live, converſe, and cares diſmiſs, 
This, 1 5 HEY 
»Q 41 
e brother nor che Knobelſdorf, whom 
you are acquainted with, were in the battle. The 
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perſons, who had the misfortune to be killed, 
were one of my couſins, and a major of dra- 
goons, named Knobelſdorf. 


Let me hear from you oftener, continue to 
love me ever, and be perſuaded of the eſteem I 
have for pai, Adieu. 


— —— — —  — 
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pleaſure; nor will this be a trifſing laurel, in ad- 
dition to thoſe with which the hand of immorta- 
lity is preparing to bind your brow. It is your 
glory that I cheriſh. I am intereſted in the Age 
of Louis XIV. I admire you as a Philoſopher, 
but I love you much better as a poet. 


Sublime in rapturous harmony and fires 
Oh Horace ! who would not prefer thy lyre 
Io thoſe gigantic ſtrides which pedants take, 
Who trade in worlds, and ſleepy ſyſtems make 
Who vainly fluids, heat, and air difſeR ; 
And hunt for errors they can neꝰ er detect? 
- VOL, Vil. O One 
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- One man writes a philoſophical romance; 
another mounts with much difficulty, and adjuſts 
the different ramifications of a f. yſtem which is 


the offspring of his own filly brain. 


In dreams let us not loſe our time; 
In pleaſures we ſhould ſpend our prime, 
Fair ſcience little progreſs makes, 

By round aſſertion and miſtakes: _ 
He who would ſearch her myſteries out 
Muſt firſt learn modeſtly to doubt. 


Hiſtory and poetry preſent the mind with a 
field much more free, and treat on ſubjects more 
capable of general comprehenſion. The one 
relates facts; the other preſents pleaſing pictures. 
True philoſophy conſiſts in fortitude of ſoul, and 
that perſpicacity of mind which prevents us from 
falling into vulgar errors, and believing in effects 
. without a cauſe. | 

Yours no doubt is beautiful poetry, and con- 
tains whatever has been beſt effected by the 


poets of antiquity. 
As graceful as the beauteous dore, 
Your muſe the mother ſeems of Love, 


Whene'er, in language ſweet, yet ſtrongy 
Love is the ſubje& of her ſong ; 

But, when of war ſhe paints the courſe, 
Hers is the dreadful thunder's fore. 


You and your muſe transform yourſelyes into 
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What | you pleaſe; ; but i it is not given to all to act 
the Proteus, like you. We common mortals 


are obliged to be ſatisfied with that trifling talent 
Which avaricious Nature has deigned to beſtow. 


I have no news to ſend you from the camp, 


for here we live in the utmoſt tranquillity, The 
huflars are the heroes of the piece, during the 
interlude; while ambaſſadors harangue me, 


while Sileſian cuckoldom thrives, and while 
&c. &c. 

My compliments to the N 3. With 
reſpect to yourſelf, you cannot but be perſuaded 
of the perfect eſteam and friendſhip I ſhall ever 
maintain for you. Farewel. 


p. S. Poor Ceſario is ill at Berlin, whither 1 
have ſent him to be cured ; and Jordan, who is 
juſt arrived from Berlin, is _ N with 
the journey. 


——— — 
I 
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From M. de Voltaire. 


Bruſſels, June" 29, 1741; 


OF different men how different is the doom 
A. vig'rous youthful eagle, full in plume— 
(But not th* Imperial; he has long ſurviv'd 
Thoſe claws and beak of which he's been depriv'd) 


Daring, 
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» Daring, has glory waken'd to renownz - 
Glory that ſlept far diſtant from the throne. 
A cunning fox lies watchful, in his den, 
For chickens, ſtraying from the clacking hen. | 
An artleſs dove, nor warrior he, nor knave, 
In antique dove-coat ſeeks himſelf to ſave. 
This dove forlorn am I; far off I view 
Ah! Were J leſs a dove, and did I dare, 
How would I riſe and cleave the yielding air ! 
How would I hover o'er my hero's head ! 
Nay haply too, 0'erta'en, in mortal dread, 
Stript, pillag'd by huſſars, like Maupertais, 
Neuperg I might in plight diſtreſaful ſee ; 
Recalling to his mind how great his foe, 


With plaintive ſong, might ſoothe him in his woe. 


. Pleaſures ſo ſweet, and glory like to this, 


Accords not heav*n my pray*rs, nor grants ſuch bliſs. 


But, what though wings of eagles are denied, 
| Yourprogreſs to attend is Fancy's pride. 
With you ſhe marches to the proud Breſlau, 
To Molwitz-field, and ramparts of Glogau. 


From Vi&'ry's wing ſhe ſees you pluck the quill, 
With which, on head of drum, you write at will, 


In ſportive caſe, with diftion neat and terſe, 
The playful fiction, and the wealthy verſe, 

Hindford and Ginkel, ye of barh'rous name, 
That put the cadence of my verfe'to ſhame, 
Wherefore approach him thus, with ſtudied art ? 
Or wherefore, Valori, thy ſchemes impart, 


| Theirs counteraQting ? Know ye not your wiles, 


LVour preſſing arguments, and court-ſet ſmiles, ; 
To him familiar, nothing can avail ? 


He knows on which: fide int'reſt turns the ſcale ; | 


* Cardinal de Fleur, T. 
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What friend or treaty's moſt with wiſdom fraught: 
In pow'r a king, a king in act and thought, 

The wonder of the world, the firſt of men, 

Both with the ſword he goyerns, and the pen, 

His pen indeed is my delight, and pride : - | 

Th; affairs and fools that ſwim down each day's tide © 

Having diſpatch d; of politics and war, 

Of envoy, plenipo, ambaſſador, 

(Deceivers all, and often all deceiv d) 

Of camps preſcrib'd, of marches, guards reliev'd, 
> Poltroon diſgrac'd, the warrior brave preferr'd, 

Of bread, and oats, and forage having heard; 

"Theſe and five hundred other imps of care 

Diſpatch'd—I ſay, he writes to me, Voltaire; 

; Forgetting all the ſplendors of a crown, 

Wich 5ghten'd heart and happy fits he down ; 

His crowding thoughts no intermiſſion know, 

And ſweetly does the verſe begin to flow. | 

CITES CCI eee eee 

But poets I prefer to pomp and ſtate : 

Nor Bourbon's ſons, nor Auſtria's daughters, e er 

Compoy'd one verſe, to caſe my heart of care. 

I prize not ſceptres, globes, or anceſtry ; 

Or let them rhyme, or they're no kings far me, 

Frederic, write on, with wits and foes contend ; 

Be ſtill a warrior, but be ſtill my friend. 

The moſt proſaic of your ſervants, ſire, can 
rhyme no more. I am at preſent deep in hif- 
tory, which daily becomes more- dear to me, 
perceiving as I do the illuſtrious rank you there 
will hold. I foreſee that your majeſty will ſome 

3 day 


\ 
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day amuſe yourſelf with writing the narrative 
of your two campaigns. Happy the man who 
ſhall be your ſecretary; and thrice happy he 
who ſhall be your reader. It is for Cæſar to 
write his own commentaries. 1 entreat you, 
meffieurs de la Croze and Jordan, lend me your 
old books, and your new lights, to diſcover the 
ancient truths I ſeek. But, when I attempt to 
write the age of Frederic, permit me ta have re- 
courſe immediately to our hero. Oh ! Jordan, 
how happy art thou Thou, who ſeeſt this hero, 
and haſt beſide a noble library. 4 
Not ſo I; here have I no hero, and very few 
books. I am induſtrious nevertheleſs; for the 
indolent are not formed to give Frederic plea: 
ſiure. 
Fis noble . in me, 
The active ſoul of induſtry. 
For action heaven men decreed ; 
To labour ſome, and ſome to bleed: 
King, poet, ploughman , warrior, prieft, 


By labour find their joys increas'd. 
My hero's joys how mim*rous then ; 


0 


Of your majeſty, of your humanity, of your 
Ari, of your underſtanding, and of your 
heart, I am the admurer\ani'the ſubjeQs\ 


m__ 


LET: 
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After the ſentence which you have pronounced, 
ſeated on your Helicon, I muſt only write to you 


in verſe, Of this I take advantage, that I may 


win your affections. Were you the mediator 


between me and the queen of Hungary, I would 
plead my cauſe in verſe; and my old rhyming 


documents ſhould ſerve as the amuſement of my 
_ _ pacificator, There certainly will not be ſo much 
of hiatus, in the hiſtory which you are writing, 
as there is of void in our campaign, But our 
inactivity will not long continue; though we 
ſuſpend the blow, it is but ta ſtrike in a more 
certain and more remarkable manner. 

To you I recommend the intereſts of the di- 
vine age which you ſo elegantly depict. I would 
rather have written this work than have gained 
a hundred battles. 

Adieu, dear Voltaire. When you made war 


en your bookſellers and your other enemies 1 
0s wrote ; 
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wrote ; and at preſent, while you write, I am at 
cut and thruſt : but ſo goes the world. 
Doubt not of the perfect friendſhi p with which 
Jam entirely yours, 


FREDERIC. 


E T:T-$- R--CLXVI. 
From M. de Voltaire, 


Bruſſels, Auguſt, 3 174k. 
In genius premature, ſublime, 
Parnaſſian heights with eaſe you climb, 
Nor let nor hindrance meet: 
O' er war and death you tow ring fly ; * 


Of verſe the dangers you defy; 
Nor fear nor know defeat. 


Of Fame the favour'd lover, you 

Wiſh I ſhould hift'ry's path purſue, 

And glorious deeds recite z : 

While, from the temple of renown, 

On vi&'ry's wing, you deign look down, | 
To guide me as I write. 


But no, tis yours; oh arduous taſk! 

Olf you to paint thoſe beams we aſk 

Which round your viſage blaze 

Thus Cæſar wrote; thus Ceſar fought 

And him, in mighty deed and thoughy, 
You rival ; we but praiſe. 
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Our mild king-cardinal of France, 
That mildneſs to denote, | 
With cannon, bombs, and pioneers, 


Four armies ſends, towerd our frontiers, 
Peace ſolely to promote. 


Not he, but Jordan is my pride, 

With impious Engliſtunan allied, 
On bigots war to make; 

That gloom-bred idol to deſtroy 

Which knaves knew fools might beſt decoy, 
And bid the world awake. 


The royal ſage, as brave as good, 

Julian the wiſe, well underſtood 

' How dang'rous prieſtly pride: 

This he had rooted from the world, 

Its gods and altars down had hurl'd, 
But that too ſoon he died. 


Of truth be thou the rifing ſun ; 
Conclude the work by ham begun ; 
Fair freedom's thine to give: 
Let indignation nobly riſe ! 
Of zeal, with all her hell- born lyes, 
Break thou the chaingy and live. 


A ſage and monarch, why ſhouldft thou 
Fear what thy fathers * durſt avow ? 
Or why thy wrath ſubdue ? - 
They found too long they'd been enſlav d, 
And, pious curſes having brav'd, 
Chaſtis'd the monkiſh crew. 


The anceſtors of Frederic, in the fourteenth century, 
expelled the prieſts. 


More 
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More politie, alas! than they, 

Thou folly lea v 'ſt the lawful an 
Of that deceitful race. 

Fanatics, ſeiz d wah . kong fans 5 

Copplain'd. that thou, a chriſtian prince, 
Hadſt little chriſtian grace. 


From all their whims and vice exempt, 
Thou turn'ſt away, in juſt contempt, 
And leav'ſt them to their will: 
Thus Folly plum'd o'er Wiſdom reigns, 
And vulgar prejudice remains 
Of kings the tyrant ſtill. 


Thus your majeſty combats only with princes, 
and leaves Jordan to oppoſe-the ſacred errors of 
this world. Since he could not become a poet, 


in your majeſty's company, may his. proſe be 


worthy of the king whom both he and I are am- 
bitious to imitate.” I flatter myſelf that Sileſia 


will produce a hood, v work, Againſt what you 


wot of. 
Afﬀer having 1028 the beinaiiful * which 


you ſent me, from the environs of Neiſs, I 
cannot but remarł that, had not your majeſty hap- 
pened to go to Sileſia, French verſes would cer · 
tainly never have been there written. imagine 
that you are more occupied than ever at preſent: 


but this does not terrify me; and, having re- 


eived ſuch charming verſes from you the day 
| after 


2 > 
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after a victory, there i is no miracle that will aſto- 
niſh me, 

I do not ceaſe to 1 that I ſhall be fortu. 


pate enough to obtain a narrative of your cam- 
paigns; like as I obtained one of your Journep 


to Straſburg, &. 


4 * oe * 


L E T T E R CLxvIll. 
From the King, 


| ' The camp of Reichenbath, Auguſt 243 mat. 
To cleanſe th? Augean table wherefore dem 
My feeble arm ? Madrid, Geneva, Rome, | 
Proceſſions, inquiſitions, autos, bull, 
With all their hydra- ſects, can I repulſe? |, 
Ah! Know me better, friend; nor once belierg 
In miracles, which I ſhall ne'er achieve 
That ancient monſter, which the world adoreg, 
Religion, whoſe falſe aid falſe fear imploges, 
By Ignorance begotten on Caprice, | 
Of yore was chas'd, by dauntleſs Truth, thro? 3 
In terror too, at Rome, ſhe ſhrieking fled 
When bold Lucretius: ſword hung o'er her head. 
Even you, though arm'd with ridicule and wit, 
Defirous ſhe to reaſon ſhould ſubmit, 
Wiſhing ſhe might the world no more annoy, 
Ev'n you in vain the ſorc'reſs would deſtroy ! 
Man's wayward age, once prejudic'd in youth, 
Puts more faith in the goſpel than in truth, 


Indeed 


204 POSTHUMOUS WORKS 


Indeed dame Nature, when ſhe deign'd deviſe 

The thing call'd man, ne er meant to make him wiſe, 
Logie to teach, and bid him underſtand, 

Were labour loſt, on ox that ploughs the land. 

Wuere wiſer far to gain the hard- fought field, 

And conqueſt ſnatch from foe full loath to yield; 

To cruſh to duſt, where dangers dire preſide, 

The ſcorpion Envy, and the viper Pride ; 

To conqueſts end that long have been begun, 

And win that great renown our great forefathers won. 
Unworthy common-ſenſe ſhould interpoſe, 

In error's dreams leave we the world to doſe. 

What are its dreams to me, if I but hear 

Thy verſe mellifluous ftrike my raviſh'd ear? 

Or if returning peace and Pallas bring 

Io me the arts, and thee, on willing wing? 

Through vale and grove we'll ſtray, till foliage brown | 

Shall bid us taſte the pleaſures of the town. 
Abjuring Mars, and war's deftrutive pow'rs, 

Epicurean tranſports ſhall be ours : 

And while our joys in flowing cups we quaff, 

At madmen and at madmen's ſchemes we'll Hugh. 

Be metaphyfics yours, ye babbling crew ; 

Projectors, the perpetual motion is your due; 

Ve quacks, the grand elixir find and vends 

Ve ftateſmen, Machiavel ſhall be your friend: 

Elect of God and Chriſt, the grace divine 

And faith be yours ; be this world's bleſſings mine z 

Contented I with wiſdom, wit, and love, 

To you I leave the joys of heav'n above. 


Jordan tranflates his Engliſh author with the 
ſame fidelity as the * tranſlated the Bible. 
> FRO" 
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I imagine the work will ſoon be finiſhed. There 
are ſo many excellent things which may be ſaid 
againſt religion, that I am aſtoniſhed they ſhould 
not enter the minds of all people. But men are 
not made for truth. I regard them as a herd of 
deer, in the park of a great lord; and ſuppoſe 
their only function is to well people their inclo- 
ſure. bh cs; 
I imagine we ſhall ſoon fight. This is mad 
work! But what is to be done? We muſt be 
mad ſome time in our lives. 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. Write to me oftener; 
but take care not to be offended, ſhould I not 
have time to anſwer you. Of my ſentiments 
you cannot be ignorant. 


FREDERIC. 
| - 
LETTER CLAIX. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


deen Decquber 91+ 2342. 
Patt — father of ld Fan, | 
To whom tis ſaid we poets owe our birth, 
Dwarfs tho? too oft we are; ſay, N 
Why at ſuch diſtance, ere the year's begun, 
Leav'iſt thou Berlin? Know that within her walls 
m 


| 2. 
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3 Within his glowing heart and mind, I grant; 
Bright flames che fire thou ſuffer'ſt us to want: | 
Lo, as thou flieſt our blackning hemiſphere, 
| The vanquiſh'd walls of Neifs his laws revere ! | 
Ah, wherefore tow'rd the burning torrid firay, 
ank aympbe viſit with thy blaze of day? 
From caftern chambers come illuſtrious forth ; 
My hero inytate, ſhine out and bleſs the north ! 


Thus, fre, did I this morning addreſs myſelf to 
your comrade the ſun, which is certainly the ſoul 


of a part of this world. I ſhould have ſaid much 


more to him, concerning your majeſty, had I the 
: ame facility in writing poetry which I no lon- 
ger; but which you ſo perfectly poſſeſs. I have 
received the verſes which you wrote at Neiſs 
with as much eaſe as you took the town. This 
little anecdote, added to the lines which your 
humanity ſent me immediately after the victory 
of Molwitz, will one day furniſh very angus 
memoirs for the aid of hiſtory. 

Louis XIV. took Franche Comte, during the 
winter; but he neither gave battle nor wrote 
verſes, in the camp before Dole, or before Be- 
fancon. I therefore take the liberty to inform 
your majeſty that the hiſtory of Louis XIV. ap- 
peared to me a circle too confined ; I have diſ- 
covered that Frederic will enlarge the ſphere of 
my ideas. . The;yerſes which your majeſty wrote, 

at Neiſs, reſemble thoſe which Solomon made, 


in all his glory, when, having tried all, he ſaid 
3 —&« All 
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— All is vanity!” True it is the good man 
talked thus, ſurrounded by three hundred wives, 
and ſeven hundred concubines; and without 
having fought battles, cr laid ſiege. But no 
offence, fire, to Solomon and you, or rather to 
you and Solomon, let him ſay what he will, 
there is ſomething real in this world. | 


Of conqueſt tid, and war's alarm, 
Return t'enjoy the Muſes? charms : 
Return, and give the brave and fair 3 
To taſte of pleaſure, after care! 
To be victorious, lov'd, and fear'd, 
In war renown'd, in peace rever'd ; 
Of private life the charm and pride, 
The people's boaſt, the kingdom's guide, 
The man of bufineſs, and the bard 
Whom Greece and Rome would deign reward, 
And whom poſterity ſhall own 
Worthy alike the lyre and throne— 
All theſe to be might ſure content 
Each wiſh that fancy could invent! 
Pleaſure is not all a dream, 


Your majeſty has performed many things in a 
ſhort time. I am perſuaded no perſon on earth 
is more occupied, or more hurried away by a 
variety of affairs, of every kind. But, with ſuch 
4 capacious genius, which embraces every kind 
of ſubject, you fail not to preſerve that ſuperio- 
ry 
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rity of reaſon which elevates you above yourſelf; 
and even above your actions. 
My whole fear is leſt you ſhould finally con- 
temn mankind too much. The millions of un- 
feathered bipeds that people the earth, are at an 
immenſe diſtance from you, as well in rank as in 
mind. Milton finely ſays, 
Amongſt unequals no fociety. 

There is ſtill another danger; whieh is that 
your majeſty fo accurately deſcribes the noble 
knavery of politicians, the intereſted arts of 
courtiers, &c. it is to be feared you will finally 
ſuſpe& the affection of all mankind ; and will 
believe it to be a moral demonſtration, that a 
king is never loved for himfelf; Permit me, 
fire, to take the liberty alſo to make a demon- 

ſtration. 

Is it not true that we cannot but love, for his 
own ſake, a man of a ſuperior mind, poſſeſſed of 
various talents; and who, in addition to all thoſe 
talents, has the art of pleaſing? And if, by ſome 
misfortune, this ſuperior genius ſhould happen 
to be a king, muſt he be rendered worfe by his 
ſituation ? Or muſt he be lefs beloved, becauſe 
he wears a crown? For my part, I feel that the 
crown does not in the leaſt cool my affections. 


4 am, &c. 5 | 
LE T- 
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From tbe King. 


1 
January 8, 1742. 
To my great regret, I am two letters in 
debted to you; and I find myſelf ſo occupied, 
by thoſe grand affairs which the philoſophers 
call abſurdities, that I have not yet leiſure to 
think when 1 pleaſe, which is the only real good 
of life. 1 imagine that the Deity created aſſes, 
Doric pillars, and kings, to bear the burthens of 
this world ; in which ſo 'many other beings are 
created to enjoy the good he has beſtowed. 
Here am I arguing with twenty Machiavels, 
all more or leſs dangerous. Lovely poetry ſtands 
waiting at the door, without gaining admiſ- 
ſion. One talks to me of limits; another of 
claims; a third of indemnification ; a fourth of 
auxiliaries, marriage · contracts, debts to be paid, 
intrigues to begin, recommendations, diſpoſi- 
tions, &c. Public aſſertions are made that we 
have done ſuch or ſuch a thing, of which we 
had never once thought. We are ſuppoſed to 
take ſuch an event ill, at which we rejoice. 
News arrives from Mexico, or Utopia, that we 
mean to attack ſuch a one, whom it is our in- 
Fol. VII. P : tereſt 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, 
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tereſt to court. We are ridiculed, cenſured, or 
ſatirized by gazette writers ; our reputation is 
mercileſsly torn by our neighbours ; and we are 
conſigned over to all the fiends, while we are 
loaded with proteſtations of friendſhip. But 
ſuch is mankind ; and ſuch are, in groſs, the 
affairs by which I amr occupied, 

Now tell me whether you have any inclina- 
tion to barter poetry for politics! The only re- 
ſemblance between them is, that both politicians 
and poets are the ſport of the public; and the 
ſubject of ſatire to their reſpective fraternities. 

The day after to-morrow I ſhall depart for 


Remuſberg, again to take up the crook and the 
lyre. Heaven grant I never more may lay them 
down ! From this ſweet ſolitude I ſhall write to 


you with more tranquillity of mind ; and per- 
haps Calliope again may viſit me. 


I am wholly yours, | 
FREDERIC, 


LET. 
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CET TE - SERSE 
From the King. 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE; Olmutz, Feb. 3, 1942. 


TER wandering demon, by which I have 
hitherto been poſſeſſed, has led me to Olmutz, 
do repair thoſe errors which my allies are ſaid to 

have committed. I know not what will be the 
conſequence ; but I know that mine is an erratic 
ſtar. What can you expect from a brain wholly 
ſtuffed with hay, oats, and chopped ſtraw? I 
fancy the only rhimes I ſhall at preſent be able 
to make will all end in hay and pay, oat and 
moat, ſtraw and claw, &c. 


Leave awhile the winds to howl ; 
Wait till Mars ſhall ceaſe to ſcowl j 
Wait till Peace, with all her arts, 
Jocund for Berlin departs. 
Muſe, I muſt my pipe reſign, 
Miuſe, till thou, with art divine, 
Bidding air with raptures ſwell, 
Shalt the trumpet's diſcord quell. 


Perhaps I put you off to a very diſtant day ; 
nothing however can be done at preſent, and 
from an ill pay-maſter you muſt take what you 
can get, | 


P 2 I am 
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I am now reading, or rather devouring, your 
Age of Louis the Great. If you love me, ſend 
me what you have further written of that work, 
which is my ſole conſolation, my recreation, 
my delight. Employed, as you are, in fol- 

lowing your inclinations, and indulging your 
genius, have pity on a political manufacturer, 
who works only from neceſſity. 


Could it have been ſuppoſed, my dear Vol- 
taire, that a child of the Muſes was deſtined, 
in conjunction with a dozen grave madmen, 
who are called great politicians, to turn For- 
tune's grand wheel for all Europe ? It is an au- 
thentic fact notwithſtanding ; nor is it wy great 
honour to Providence. 

I recollect, on this occaſion, the tale told 


of a parſon, to whom a peaſant ſpoke of his 


ſacramental god with an idiotic veneration— 
ce Pſhaw!” ſaid the good prieſt; © you imagine 
« a great deal more than is true. I, who make 
ce ſuch things, and ſell them by dozens, know 
tc their intrinſic value.“ 


A ſuperſtitious idea is uſually entertained by 


the world, concerning the great revolutions of 
empires; but thoſe who are behind the ſcenes 
generally know thar the moſt magical changes 
are effected by the ſimpleſt machinery, and by 
dirty ſcene-ſhifters, who, were they to appear 
ſuch 


cc 
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ſuch as they are, would draw, on themſelves the 
indignation of the public. 
Artifice, ill faith, and duplicity, are 8 
tunately the prevailing characteriſtics of moſt 
men who are at the head of nations, to which 
they ought to ſerve as examples. It is very 
humiliating that the ſtudy of the human heart, 
in ſuch people, does but lead me a thouſand 
times to regret my dear retreat, my rms the 
arts, and independence. 5 

Adieu, dear Voltaire, Perhaps I ſhall one 
day recover all that I have at preſent loſt, I am, 
with all the ſentiments which you can . 

Your faithful friend, 

FREDERIC. 


v4 Ki TD-\Þu+E: Ke CHITE, 
From the King. 


FIPS | Sclovitz, 
MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, | March23, 1744- 


I F EAR to write to you; for I have no 

8 — to ſend, except ſuch as you care 
but little for, or ſuch as you abhor. 

Were I, for example, to ſay—* The nations 

& of the two kingdoms of Germany have left 


{© their dwellings, to play the cut«throat with 
P 3 « other 
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& other nations, of the very names of which 
« they are ignorant; and that they march for 
ce this purpoſe into diftant lands, becauſe their 
4 maſters have entered into a contract with an- 
cc other prince, and becauſe two of theſe princes 
ce have combined together to murder a third 
You would reply They are lunatics! They 
ce are fools! They are raging mad! thus to 
* yield to the caprices and the barbarity of their 
tt dictators. Were I to inform you that We 
tc are moſt carefully preparing to batter down 
te walls which have been built up at a prodi- | 
* gious expence; that we are reaping where 
ce we have not ſown; and that we act the maſter 
Fe where no one is ſtrong enough to reſiſt us — 
You would exclaim “ Oh barbarians! Robbers! 
ce Inhuman as you are, the wicked ſhall not in- 
« herit the kingdom of heaven. — According 
to St. Matthew, chapter the twelfth, verſe the 
twenty-fourth *, | | 
Since I foreſee all you would ſay to me on 
ſuch ſubjects, I ſhall not mention them to you. 
I ſhall ſatisfy myſelf with informing you that a 
half madman, of whom you haye heard mention 
by the name of the king of Pruſſia, being told 
that the provinces of his ally, the emperor, had 


This is a fanciful, not an accurate, quotation, 'F+ 
| been 
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been ruined by the queen of Hungary, flew to 
his aſſiſtance ; that he has joined his forces with 
thoſe of the king of Poland, to make a diverſion 
into Lower Auſtria; and that he has been ſo 
very ſucceſsful, that he ſhortly expects to induce 
the principal forces of the queen of Hungary to 
enter into the ſervice of his ally. 

This, ſay you, is generous ! This is heroic ! 
Vet, my dear Voltaire, this picture and the 
former are one and the ſame. It is the ſame 
woman, firft ſeen in her night-cap, and after- 
ward bedecked and painted. 

Under how many different faces are ſubjects 
ſeen! How much do the judgments of men 
vary! At night they condemn what in the 
morning they approved. The ſame ſun which 
delighted them at rihng, wearies them at ſet- 
ting. Hence the fame of thoſe which is firſt 
confirmed, afterward deſtroyed, and then once 
again re- eſtabliſned. We are mad enough to 
buſy ourſelves, during our whole lives, in the 
acquiſition of fame. Is it poſſible we ſhould thus 
continue to be cheated by ſuch counterfeit coin, 
when it is ſo well known ? 

I do not write in verſe to you, becauſe I ab 
not time to meaſure out ſyllables by the foot. 
Suffer me to remind you of the Hiſtory of 
Louis XIV.; and obſerve I threaten you with 

F<: excom- 
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ex communication from Parnaſſus, if you do not 
finiſh the work. 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. Let me entreat 
you to beſtow a little love on the renegado from 
Apollo, who has enliſted under Bellona. Per- 
haps he may one day return to the ſervice of 
his old maſter. - 


1 am your admirer, and "FRAY 
 FREDERIC. 


LET TE R CLXXIII. 
From the King. 


Triban, April 12, 1742. 
SET up on bridges, hills, highways, | 
Here wooden ſaints wait worthy praiſe 
From ſhivring beggar, who attends, 
Froft-bitten blows his finger-ends, 
And prays, and hopes he may ſuppreſs 
His hunger by his holineſs. 
| Here each Bohemian potent count, 
Whoſe anceſtors to Adam mount, 
While hunting he high feats achieves, 
; To ſtarve his vaſſals kindly leaves: 
On horſe and dog he waſtes his pelf, 
Till finally he ftarves himfelf, 


Fat friars how learned, fir! In what ? 
SET fumes of ſpit and pot. 
= ——_ | Aught 
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Aught of the poor, their wants and woes, 

Shew me a monk or prieſt who knows: 
The weak and wealthy are their tools, 

Themſelves the deities of fools. 


Your Frenchmen, although they are yawning 
in Bohemia, are not the leſs amiable and ſatiri- 
cal. Perhaps they are the only people who can 


find, in misfortune itſelf, a ſource of mirth 


and pleaſantry. Marſhal de Broglio called fo 
loudly for help that I was induced to haſten to 
his aid; and this is the reaſon that Moravia 


muſt lie uncultivated till autumn. You aſk me- 


for what length of time have meſſieurs my com- 
rades agreed to ruin the earth, To which T 


anſwer, I cannot tell; but that, at preſent, it is 


the faſhion to make war ; and that probably this 
will long continue to be the faſhion. 
The abbe de Saint Pierre, who diſtinguiſhes 


me ſo far as to honour me with his correſj pond- 


ence, has ſent me a moſt excellent treatiſe, on 


the means of reſtoring peace to all Europe, and 
on the manner of preſerving it continually. The 
thing is exceedingly practicable; nor is any 
thing, except the conſent of all Europe, and 
ſome other ſuch- like wien, wanting for its ac- 
compliſhment. 

How much am I indebted to you, my dear 
Voltaire, for the very great pleaſure: which you 


3 | | promiſe | 
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promiſe me, in giving me to hope that I ſhall 


ſoon receive the Hiſtory of Louis XIV.! Ac- 


cuſtomed as I am to this indulgence, I am avari- 


cCiouſly deſirous of your works. Do not diſap- 


point me, dear Voltaire. I wiſh to learn them 
by rote; for, without you, there is no falvation 
in the heaven of literature. 

You think perhaps I have not troubles enough, 
and that it was neceflary to alarm me concerning 
your health. It is your duty to be more careful 
of yourſelf. Let me entreat you to recolle& how 


much this ſubject intereſts me, and how entirely 


you ought to be attached to this world, of which 


you are the delight. 
Reſt aſſured that the life I lead has effected 


no change in my character, nor in my manner 
of thinking. I ſtill love Remuſberg, and tran- 
quillity; but we are obliged to attend to our 
occupations in this world, and to make our 


duties our pleaſures. 


Peace being made, wiſe Maupertuis once more, 
Induſtrious Algarotti, and the lore 

By deep reſearch and midnight labour brought, 
(A maſs of wiſdom, and a mine of thought!) 
Adding the Loves, the Graces, and the Wiles, 
Which ever wait on blaoming Beauty's ſmiles ; 
Adding the Arts, whoſe pleaſures ne'er can cloy, 
"Theſe, and retreat, oh, how ſhall I enjoy! 

Yet theſe will all be joyleſs, ſhould Voltaire 


Refuſe the rich, the godlike feaſt to ſhare, a 
| Being 
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Being on the point of continuing my march, 
I have not time to ſay more. 

Adieu, dear Voltaire, Forget not the poor 
Ixion, who is labouring like a miſerable wretch 
at the great wheel of politics ; but whoſe ad- 
miration of you is equal to his affection. 

FREDERIC. 


—___ — — 


LITT 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, April, 1742. 


WHILE I was ill, your majeſty per- 


formed a greater number of fine actions than I 
ſuffered fits of the fever. I cannot anſwer your 
majeſty's laſt favours, Where am I to addreſs 
my letter; to Vienna, to Preſburg, or to Temeſ- 
war? It is poſiible that you are in one of theſe 
cities. And if there be any being who can be 
in ſeyeral places at once, it is certainly you; as 
being a king, conſequently the image of the 
Deity, and moreover a moſt thinking and active 
image. In fine, fire, I have not written, becauſe I 
was in bed while your majeſty was galloping 
over the ſnow, in chaſe of fame, 


In 
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promiſe me, in giving me to hope that I ſhall 


ſoon receive the Hiſtory of Louis XIV.! Ac- 


cuſtomed as I am to this indulgence, I am avari- 
ciouſly deſirous of your works. Do not diſap- 
point me, dear Voltaire. I wiſh to learn them 
by rote; for, without you, there is no on 
in the heaven of literature. 

You think perhaps J have not troubles enough, 
and that it was neceſſary to alarm me concerning 
your health. It is your duty to be more careful 


of yourſelf. Let me entreat you to recolle& how 
much this ſubject intereſts me, and how entirely 


you ought to be attached to this world, of which | 


you are the delight. 
Reſt aſſured that the life I lead has effected 


no change in my character, nor in my manner 
of thinking. I till love Remuſberg, and tran- 
quilliry ; but we are obliged to attend to our 
occupations in this world, and to make our 
duties our pleaſures, 


Peace being made, wiſe Maupertuis once more, 
Induſtrious Algarotti, and the lore 

By deep reſearch and midnight labour brought, 
(A maſs of wiſdom, and a mine of thought!) 
Adding the Loves, the Graces, and the Wiles, 
Which ever wait on blaoming Beauty's ſmiles ; | 
Adding the Arts, whoſe pleaſures ne er can cloy, 
Theſe, and retreat, oh, how ſhall I enjoy! 

Yet theſe will all be joyleſs, ſhould Voltaire 


Refuſe the rich, the godlike feaſt to ſhare, 
| Being 
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Being on the point of continuing my march, 
I have not time to ſay more. 

Adieu, dear Voltaire, Forget not the poor 
Ixion, who is labouring like a miſerable wretch 
at the great wheel of politics ; but whoſe ad- 
miration of you is equal to his affection. 
FREDERIC. 


— — —  —  —  — 


LETT © KCC 
From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, April, 1742. 
WHILE I was ill, your majeſty per- 
formed a greater number of fine actions than I 
ſuffered fits of the fever. I cannot anſwer your 
majeſty's laſt favours, Where am I to addreſs 
my letter; to Vienna, to Preſburg, or to Temeſ- 
war ? It is poſũble that you are in one of theſe 
cities. And if there be any being who can be 
in ſeveral places at once, it is certainly you ; as 
being a king, conſequently the image of the 
Deity, and moreover a moſt thinking and active 
image. In fine, fire, I have not written, becauſe I 
was in bed while your majeſty was galloping 
over the ſnow, in chaſe of fame, 
In 


! 
? 
| 
' 
| 
[ 
| 
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In that ſtrange country, half interr'd, 

Where eben your fame muſt ne'er be heard, 

I've lately been, or ſoon muſt be, 

As all our wiſeſt quacks agree : 

A land where trav'llers never uſe 

To tell their lyes, or tell their news; 

A land to which you daily ſend 

I be bodies both of foe and friend; 
While ſouls of pandours, gruff and glum, 
To hell pack off by beat of drum; 
A land which Chriſtian, Turk, and Jew, 
Deſcribe as if they really knew; 
Whoſe limits learned doftors teach, 
Whenever learned doctors preach, 


So will your Paris politician 
Sit, with ſatiric inquiſition, 
On Frederic, Flanders, France, and Greece; 
On Rome, and home, and war, and peace: 
Of all that 's bad, and all that's good 
Will talk as if he underſtood; 
So volubly his jargon vending, 
As he the world's rights were defending 2 
With arms, alarms, and wiſe diſcourſe, 
Was ne'er ſo ſtuff d the Trojan horſe. 


I have only ſet one foot on the Stygian ſhore ; 
but I was exceedingly ſorry to ſee the numerous 
wretches that came there, to demand a paſſage ; 
ſome from Scharding, ſome from Prague, and 


others from! glow; while you, and the kings your 


comrades, never ceaſe to ravage that earth which 


you ſay you have ſo great a deſire to render hap- 


PY. 
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py. Inftead of that horrible war in which each 
of you muſt encounter misfortune,” why do you 
not refer your differences to the abbe de Saint 
Pierre? He would ſettle them with as much eaſe 
as that with which Lycurgus divided the Lace- 
demonian lands; in which diviſion we muſt 
acknowledge the portions were equal. He 
would eſtabliſh the fifteen domains of Henry IV. 
But be it here obſerved that Henry IV. never 
dreamed of any ſuch project. The ſecretaries of 
the duke de Sulli, who compoſed his Memoirs, 
have mentioned it; but the ſecretary of ſtate, 
Villeroi, the miniſter for foreign affairs, has not. 
It is pleaſant enough to ſee a project for over- 
throwing all the thrones of Europe attributed to 
Henry IV. before he ſcarcely was well ſeated on 
- his own. 

Till ſuch time as the European diet ſhall aſ- 
ſemble, in order to render all monarchs mo- 
derate and contented, your majeſty-commands 
me to ſend you what I have further written of 


the age of Louis XIV. Your majeſty finds 


time to read when others cannot. I will ac- 
cordingly ſend to Bruſſels for my papers, which 
ſhall be tranſcribed in obedience to your com- 
mands. Perhaps you will think I have not ſuf- 
ficiently limited my ſubject; but I labour chiefly 

for you, and have imagined the whole earth was 
not 


—_— OS — . 
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not too extenſive. I ſhall therefore, fire, have 


the honour to ſend an enormous packet; which 
may probably arrive during the heat of bat- 


tle, or be delivered to you in an entrenchment. 


I know not whether you are more happy amid 
all this tumult of glory than you were in the 


| ſweet ſolitude of Remuſberg— 


But, be it ſo or be it not, 

My friend can never be forgot: 

I love you now as much as when, 

Not firſt of kings, but firſt of men, 
ERecluſe at Rheinſberg, there to fight 

With error was your great delight. 

In love with truth, you meaner things 

To politicians left, and kings. 


3 ſire, with your uſual goodneſs, my 
profound reſpect, with aſſurances of that vene- 
ration which never will end, and of that affec- 
tion which will end only when you ſhall ceaſe 


to love me. 
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CPE TT TE RR CERT: 
From M. de Voltaire. 


Paris, May 15, 1743. 
THOUGH ert your father could your body bind, 
Still you yourſelf reign*d monarch of your mind: 
A king in words, in truth you 're now a ſlave. 
How many deſpots all your efforts brave! 
Fame ſtands the firſt ; Remorſe her pow'r arraigns ; 
She points to vi&'ry, you forget your chains. 


Next Policy, leſs ſplendid, not leſs ſtrong, 
Inſidious plods his crooked paths among; 

Now breaks a treaty, now a plot can ſmell; 
Aſks at what market treach'ry beſt will ſell 
Sleepleſs at midnight, ſſumb'ring at noon-day, 
He dreams he has to glory found the way. 


Though rarey do they make one houſe their home, 
Int'reſt and Honeſty perchance united come; 
Scarcely indeed can good be hop'd from thoſe 
Who, dang'rous friends, are always ſecret foes. 
Iuflicting by contention mutual pain, 

The heart diſputing, o'er the man they reign, 


And now in crowds new plans and perils riſe ; 
Sings tumult in the ear, confuſion blinds the eyes. 
All muſt be pacified, all made agree; 

Some paid with reaſon, ſome with repartee ; 
Some with a promiſe, others with a lye; 
For ſtateſmen's tongue muſt never want reply. 
Ah medley ftrange of virtue and of vice! 


To live a hero, ah how great the price! | 
* All 


| 
| 
3 


his works the dreams of a worthy man. 
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All chis, fire, coſts you nothing; it is natural 
to you. You perform great and ſage actions 
with the ſame facility as you compoſe muſic 
and poetry; or as you write thoſe letters which 
would give a wit of France a diſtinguiſhed rank 
among wits, by whom he would be envied. 

I conceive ſome hopes that your majeſty, af. 


ter having ſhaken Europe, will reſtore her to 


order; and that my fellow mortals, after having 
admired, will bleſs you. Not that my hopes are 
entirely founded on the project which the abbe 

de Saint Pierre has ſent your majeſty *. I pre- 
ſume you diſcover things which the pacificator, 


who is not enough attended to in this world, 


wiſhes to diſcover; and that the philoſophic 
king is perfectly acquainted with what the phi- 
loſopher, who is not a king, vainly endeavours 
to divine. 

What gives me perfect ſecurity is ſome dozen 
cutters of capers, for whom your majeſty has 
ſent to France, and who are repairing to Pruſ- 
ſia. Men ſeldom dance but when they are at 
peace. True it is that you have made ſome 


neighbouring powers pay the piper ; but this 


was both for the common and for your own indi- 


The abbé de Saint Pierre wrote many volumes on poli- 
tics; and often ſent plans for a general pacification to the 
king of Pruſſia, and other princes; Cardinal du Bois called 


yidual 
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vidual good. Tou have re-eſtabliſhed the 
dignity and prerogatives of the electors, you 
have ſuddenly become the arbitrator of Ger- 
many, and, after having made an emperor, 
you yourſelf want nothing bur the title. 

Add to this, you have one hundred and twenty 

thouſand effective men, well armed, well cloth- 
ed, well fed, and well affected. You have gained 
battles, and taken cities, at their head. It is 
for you, fire, to dance. Voiture would have told 
you, you have danced to ſome tune: but I am 
not ſo familiar as he was with great men and 
kings. It does not become me thus to trifle 
with them in proverbial wit. 

Thus, ſire, inſtead of twelve good academi- 
cĩans, you have twelve good dancers. The lat- 
ter indeed are the moſt eaſily to be met with, 
and are the merrieſt. Academicians have ſome- 
times been known to weary heroes who have 
been diverted by the actors of an opera. 

This opera, with which your majeſty is embel- 
liſhing Berlin, does not prevent you from think- 
ing of the belles- lettres. One art does no injury 
to another. Some minds have but a ſingle paſ- 
ſion; your ſoul includes them all; and, did God 
love men but a little, he would beſtow this uni- 
verſality on every prince; that they might all 


vol. vil, 2 . 


A 
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be able to diſcern, and to ee 1 tate of 
every kind. el. 

For this purpoſe, I imagine, Kings were « ori- 
ginally inſtituted. | 

I am' acquainted with ſome tragic actors, who 
are not deſtitute of abilities, who might ſuit your 
majeſty; for I flatter myſelf you will not confine 
your views to Italian nonſenſe, and French gam- 
bado. A hero is always pleaſed with the theatre 
on which heroes are repreſented. | 

May you, fire, ſoon enjoy every ſpecies of plea- 
| 1 like as you have acquired every ſpecies of 
glory ! Such is the ſincere wiſh of your majeſty's 
admirer ; your ſubject in his heart, though unfor- 
tunately he does not live in your kingdom ; 
whoſe mind is penetrated by the (grandeur of 
yours, and whoſe affections are intereſted as 
much in your happineſs as you yourſelf are. 

Accept, fire, with your uſual qo; my 
| moſt e 3 3 


8 
+0 


« : [ 
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1 „ i 
From M. 4 Poltaire EE 
Paris May 26, nes. 


22 Solomon, and valiant Philip's fon, 
Henceforth give place; from both the 9 won. 


The hero comes; earth's idol, Auftria's ſcourge ! 

Lo! rays of terror round his head diverge! 

Buy him be taught, as ſages were before; 

Learn, warrior, learn on Vict'ry's wing to ſoar, 
Yet thund'ring heroes little do I leve: 

I conq'rors hate, nor conqueſt can approve: 

Ves, conq'rors hate; foes of themſelves, and peace, 

Who would the woes of wretchedneſs increaſe ! 

In ſearch of Death who ſtalk the bloody field, 

Inflicting horror where they ought to ſhield! 

Gore, carnage, writhes, and groans, and pangs, their An 


Of heroes firſt, how much you merit hate 
But ah! To love you ever is my fate; 
What though the young, the uſeful, and the —_ 
Fall'n by your band, find an untimely grave! 

' Your reaſon curſes your ambitious rage; 

For, though a hero, till are you a ſage, 

While you on murd'rous cannon tiptoe ſtand, 
. Confronting Danger, iſſuing Death's command; 
While red the waters ſtream that courſe the plain, 
Deſtruction thrives, and ſlain are heap'd on flain ; 
. Let ſome remorſe but in your boſom live; 
Weep o'er your victories, and I forgive. 


22 
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I love humanity, fire, even more than I love 
you. But after having, with the abbe de Saint 


Pierre, wept for the human race, of which you 


are become the terror, I yield to all the joy 


'which your acquired fame inſpires. This fame 


would be complete, ſhould your majeſty compel 
the queen of Hungary to-accept peace, and the 


Germans to be happy. You are now the hero 


of Germany, and the arbitrator of Europe ; the 
pacificator' you 'ſhall be, and our opera pro- 
logues* ſhall hereafter be all addreſſed to you. 
Fortune, which ſports with mankind, but which 
you ſeem to have enſlaved, moſt whimſically ar- 
ranges the affairs of this world. I well knew you 


would perform great actions, and was certain 
of the approach of the fine age to which you 


were to give birth: but I never ſuſpected, when 
the count du Four went to viſit marſhal de 
Broglio, with whom he was not too well ſatiſ- 
fied, that this count du Four would one day 
have the goodneſs to march, with a triumphant 
army, to the aid of the marſhal, and bring him 
deliyerance by a victory. Your majeſty has not 
hitherto deigned to inform the world of the de- 
rails of that day. Limagine you have had ſome- 


* Famous for their flattery. + Hil 
+ The name which the king of Pruſſia had —_ when 


he 2 incognito. T. 


thing 
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thing better to do than to write narratives; but 

your modeſty is betrayed by certain oculat wit- 

neſſes, who affirm that the battle was gained 

entirely by the exceſs of courage, and the great 

prudence, which you diſplayed. They add that 

my hero {till has a feeling heart; and that the 

man who has occaſioned the death of ſo many 

men is ſeated by the ſick bed of count von 

Rottemburg. Theſe are things of which you do 

not inform me; yet which you may venture to 

avow, as being natural to you. 
Go on, fire ; but let it be to make as many » 

men happy in this world as you have deprived 

it of, Oh may my Alexander again become 

Solomon as ſoon as poſſible ; that he may deign 

occaſionally to recollect his former admirer, who 

is in heart his ſubject, and who would come to 

paſs his life at his feet, were he not detained by 

friendſhip, which is more powerful than kings 

and heroes! He ſtill will ever remain attached 

to your majeſty, with the moſt profound ref; ”__ 

and the moſt tender veneration. 


Q3 L E T- 
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„ 1 1 E R CLXXVIL. 
F _ Wo From the King. 


Jr FER A The canip of Kumberg; June 1, 1742. 


2: Tur e to dread alarm gives reſpite ; 
In olive groves we ſmiling pile our arms, 
No more is heard the ſanguinary ſound 
Of timbal, , clarion ſhrill, or ſhouting foe. 
Thoſe fields which late, by rage, with blood of man, 
Carnage, and death were fullied, ſoon ſhall laugh, 
With corn, and wine, and oil abundant crown'd. 
The warrior brave, whoſe tyrant's int'reſt vile 
- Him enemies uprais'd, or ſeeming ſuch, 
© "Shall with the warrior live in brotherhood ; 
I gentle acts of courteſy 
To him againſt whoſe life, but yeſterday, 
a — rage he rear d his hand. Death hears! Again 
The brand of diſcord, vainly ſeizing, ſhakes ; 
| And, there to wait new crimes, once more th? abhorreng 
Spectre plunges down to his native hell! 
Come then, oh Peace ! With garlands never fading 
Come, prodigal in charms, with bleffings ſtor'd, 
'Fo heal earth's wounds, and dry her ſcalding tears! 
Ah! World accurs'd | Infatuated man ! 
Not even thou, oh Peace ! All lovely as thou art ! 
In good exhauſtleſs ! No, till thou haſt chas'd 
The monſters Av'rice and Ambition hence 
(Dread warfare for a form ſo ſoft and fair!) 
Not thou canſt fix on earth thy ſure abode ! # 


* Theſe verſes were likewiſe ſent to M. Jordan, See vol, 
ix. P- 264. 83 
| 4 "WEE After 
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After having made my peace with my foes, I 
hope I may in turn make my peace with you. 
As a firm token of this, on your part, I aſk the 
age of Louis XIV. I ſend you the relation of 
the laſt battle, which I wrote mne. according 
to your requeſt. 

I cannot yet entertain you with any ching but 
marches, diſgraceful retreats, purſuits, coward- 
ice, and all ſorts of accidents; which, though 
they relate to the moſt grave mA are not 
the leſs ridiculous. 

Rottemburg begins to recover his health, and 
is entirely out of danger. Do not think me cruel, 
but reaſonable enough not to chooſe an evil, ex- 
cept when a greater evil is thus to be avoided, 
Any man, who has courage enough to have a 
carious tooth drawn, will fight a battle to put an 
end to a war. To ſhed blood, under ſuch cir- 
cumſtances, is to be ſparing of it : it is to bleed 
an enemy in his delirium, by this's means to bring 
him to his ſenſes. 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. Fall not continu- 
ally to believe, till I ſhall tell you the contrary, 
that I ſhall all my life eſteem and love you, 
FR AE C. 
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LETTER CLXXVIII. 
' From the King. 


The camp of Kuttemberg, June 20, 1742. 
RETURN'D at length, friend Borck relates 
How Emily ftill captivates | 
Your languid body by her charms, 

And locks you in herloving arms. 

But oh ! I'm pleas'd to hear that ſtill, 
Though weak your frame, you've wit at will 
Wit, too, whoſe keen and ſplendid rays, 
Through e ry clime mankind amaze ; 

And that from Paris, where they firſt dilate, 

To regions dull as theſe they penetrate ! 
You've heard how Broglio lately loſt, 

Not breeches old of little coſtꝰ 

He loft, by having turn'd his breech, 

Without a battle or a ſpeech, 

His honour, on his flight to Prague; 

From pandour ſeamp ring as from plague, 

Young Louis, far from ſtern rebuke, 

For this has made the man a duke. 

I ſhould have wonder d leſs had he 

Promoted been by th* enemy. 


The life we lead is different enough from that 


Ted at Verſailles ; and ftill more ſo from that we 
led at Remuſberg. To-day an ambaſſador 
arrived, to make propoſitions tome. Yeſterday 


| * See vol. ix. P-; 234+ To 
I an 
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an ambaſſador of ſmoke * departed; and to- 
morrow a third will make his appearance, bear- 
ing Galbanum. 

Yeſterday morning ſome forty Talpaſh pri- 
ſoners were brought in, who are very handſome 
. fellows. Our huffars are at preſent courſing the 
country to bring in peaſants, waggons, and pro- 
viſions. We aretranſporting our fick and wound- 
ed toward that country into which we ſoon ſhall 
follow. 

May you enjoy an uninterrupted, firm, and 
Vigorous ſtate of health! May you, more à 
philoſopher than you at preſent are, prefer the 
ſolitude of Charlottenburg to the charming pa- 
lace of Armida which you inhabit! May you 
be the happieſt of mortals, as you are the moſt 
amiable ! Such are the heart - felt wiſhes of your 
old friend. 

Adieu. 
FRE DERIC. 


* Un charge de  ſamee, 


LE T+ 
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C7107 8 
. From M. de Voltaire. 5 


SMC 40 Av fat 5 Parie, June, 174d. 
| 9117 7 Deans Gd. 
i | For here are you the general theme, 191 v 
In cowl or cloak, long robe, cut ſkirt, ; 
Aach Wit, fool, and pedant, fop and flirt, , 
Both night and morn, and morn and Arie, | 
| Of you to talk in crowds unite. | 
WP In houſe or alley, ſquare or ſtreet, 
| I'm aſk'd, by ery ſoul I meet, 
1 ev'ry window, ev'ry door, 
1 To tell them all 1 know, and more. 
* Oh! Ay! You've {cen him! Hey? Yea—well, 
«'A "odige! A! Nay, now—tell— 
„ Ay tell uss he politician, 
Poet, warrior, and muſician? 
&« *Tis ſaid, but ſure that's idle prattle, 
« He verſes writes on day of battle! 
And can he have ſo good a heart? 
. Such virtues too, yet ſo much art? 
4 Turenne, Guſtavus, in the field, 
« Were they alive, to him muſt yield 2 
& In private? Ay—what is he then? 
„ Rumour declares the firſt of men! 
& At ſupper were he here; between us, 
44 Catullus, Horace, and Mecznas, 
c With all their breeding, caſe, and wit, 
&« We ſhould ſuppoſe in him were met!“ 
In daily papers deeply read, 
A ſurly grey-beard turns his head— 


— ——— — 


« We're 
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* We're told with Auſtria now he treats : 
4 Is 't thus his former friends he cheats?” | 
© Plhaw!* anſwers one, that 's all miſtake; 
I'm ſure he n&er will France forlake.” 
A young coquette the next declares 
For conſtancy ſhe little cares— 
« Pray what to me are plot and plan? 
„ hear he is a charming man!? 


e 
a „ „l „ee e 
F 
„ „ m %* #% „ „ «„ „ 
o Fi. bs. wot, 


Half melancholy, half grimace, 
Thiriot demands, with long-drawn face, 
Pray don't, ſometimes, theſe warlike ſages 
Forget to pay their ſervants wages? 
Have no ſuch doubt, my friend, ſaid I; 
Much rather hope a large ſupply. 
I know my hero's noble mind ; 
I know his heart, how good and kind; 
How well he keeps his word I know; 
For when he promis'd, long ago, 
When pleaſure threw out ev*ry lure 
'That might a youthful prince ſecure, 
How great he'd be, I then believ'd ; 
Nor can you ſay I've been deceiv'd, 


Thus do all I hear, when ſpeaking of your 
majeſty, alleviate my chagrin at not being with 
you. But is it decreed that you, fire, muſt be 
everlaſtingly taking towns, and that I muſt as 
eternally be at law? Will there be no happy days 

4 F this 
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this ſummer, on which I may pay my court to 
your e ? &c, 


L E T T E R clxxx. 
F. rom M. de Paltaire. 


SIRE, | July, 1742. 


1 H Av E received verſes, and exceed- 
ingly good verſes, from my adorable king, at a 
time when we ſuppoſed your majeſty was wholly 
intent on delivering marſhal de Broglio, your 
old Straſburg friend, from his troubles. The 
agreeable word peace, a word fo ſweet to my 
ear, has glided into your majeſty's letter, I here 
ſend you an Ode, which I ſcribbled againſt you 
kings, who at that time ſeemed intent on the 
deſtruction of my fellow mortals. The lord of 
nations, Frederic the Great, has heard my pray- 
ers; and, be my Ode * good or all, ſcarcely was 
it written before I heard that your majeſty had 
made an excellent treaty excellent for yourſelf, 
beyond all doubt; for you have formed your 
virtuous mind to the grand ſcale of politics: but 
that this treaty will be found excellent for us 
Frenchmen, is a thing doubted of at Paris. 
One half of the babblers loudly affert that you 


* Ode to the Queen of Hungary. . 
ave 
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have abandoned us to the mercy of the god of 
arms; the other half are equally clamorous, yet 
know not what about. Some few abbes de Saint 
Pierre bleſs you, amid the tumult ; one of which 
philoſophic number am I. You, as I ſuppoſe, 
will compel all the belligerent powers to make 
peace ; and the hero of the age will be the pacifi- 
cator of Germany, and of Europe. I imagine 
you have anticipated the venerable ſage, on 
whom the fates have beſtowed that length of life 
* which the fortunate Neſtor enjoyed *. Achilles 
has outwitted Neſtor. Happy wiſdom, ſhould it 
but contribute to the felicity of the world! 

The time is now come in which your majeſty 
may amuſe your great ſoul, compoſed as it is of 
ſo many apparently incompatible qualities. Be 
aſſured, fire, that in leſs than a month I will 
myſelf go to Bruſſels for the papers which you 
deigned to deſire to ſee, or will ſend for them 
hither. There are ſmall things which a man of 
{mall means cannot perform without difficulty; 
- while Frederic the Great accompliſhes others the 
moſt vaſt in a moment. 

You no longer, fire, are our ally; but you 
are the ally of the human race. You wiſh that 
each man ſhould peaceably enjoy the inheritance 
of his fathers, free and undiſturbed. This would 
be the philoſopher's ſtone of politics, and ought 
"Ie. The cardinal de Fleuri, as I ſuppoſe, P. 

6 | te 
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to be the produce of your laboratory. Say but, 
* It is my will that men ſhould be happy,“ 
and happy they will be. Procure good actors 
for your opera, and your theatre ; and may I be 
2 witneſs, at Berlin, of your pleaſures and your 


2 _—_ 
Err rei 
From M. de Voltaire. 
July, 1742. 
On moſt extraordinary of men! You 


| who win battles, conquer provinces, make peace, 
| and write muſic and poetry with ſo much gaiety 
8 and expedition h 


Achilles' lyre is yours; tis yours to fing 
Your own immortal deeds. My barren muſe 
Deep filence beſt befits, and. rev'rent awe. 
King of the wiſe, and wiſeſt among kings, _ 
| Whoſe arm in terror taught old earth to tremble, | 
Shower thy bleſſings down ; her fears remove; 
And, baving ceaſed to thunder, ſmile in peace! 
Thus Iſr'el's king, a ſhepherd, ſoldier, poet, 
Than you leſs tuneful, warlike, leſs belov'd, 
From conqueſt came, his harp ſonorous ſeiz d, 
And ſooth'd the phrenzy of the wretched Saul. 
With ſounds more ſweet oh ſoothe ſurrounding kings! 
May barb*rous Ate, fierce and cruel Rage, 
Hatred and her fell brood, and Diſcord dire, 
| Henceforth, 
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Henceforth, enchain'd by your triumphant arms, 
Be patient doom'd to hear thꝰ enchanting ſong ! 

Oh may they feel their mutual fury ceaſe ! 

May Horror hear, and into mildneſs change ! 

May Heav'n applaud, and echoing Earth declare 
„„ RO ors > yoo 


1 have continually hoped for this univerſal 
peace, as though I had been a baſtard of the 
abbe de Saint Pierre. To make peace ſolely 
for himſelf, would be the act of a king who 
ſhould love his own power and ſtates only ; and 
this does not agree with the opinions of us phi- 
loſophers, who hold it good to love the whole 
human race. The abbe de Saint Pierre would 
tell your majeſty that, to gain Paradiſe, it were 
as neceſſary to do good to the Chineſe as to the 
people of Brandenburg and Sileſia, 

The relation of your battle of Chotſitz &, 
which you have had the goodneſs to ſend me, 
proves that you can handle the pen as well as 
the ſword. I there perceive, as well as a poor 
petty philoſopher can perceive, the genius of a 
great general appearing under the yeil of mo- 
deſty. Such fimplicity is much more heroic than 
the pompous inſcriptions which formerly were 
too ſplendidly diffuſed throughout the galleries 
of Verſailles, and which Louis XIV. effaced by 


* 


o Chotuſitz or Czaſlav., 1. 


= 


the 
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the advice of Boileau. Praiſe is only to be ob- 
tained by deeds. This trifling anecdote may 
ſerve to increaſe your eſteem for Louis XIV *, 

I hope, fire, ſoon to ſee your gallery of Char- 
lottenburg ; I hope again to enjoy the happineſs 
of beholding the conquering king, the pacific 
monarch, the lover of men, who ſo early has 
performed ſo many prodigies. I ſhall probably 
be at Bruſſels next month, from which place, 
I flatter myſelf, I ſhall have the honour to go 
and paſs ſome ten or twelve days with my ador- 
able monarch. But who can ſpeak of Chotſits 
In verſe? What a name it is! Chotſits! Are 
not you aſhamed, fire, of having gained the 
battle of Chotſits; to which no word will rhyme, 
and the very ſound of which flays the ear? No 
matter; I wiffi to paſs my life wich che conque- 
ror of-Chotfits ! n 


Reproach me not, nor think that I 
The glorious victor wiſh to fly; 
Or that, by Cupid's arts betray' d, 
I I ſhun renown, and ſeek the ſhade. 
| Say not Armida ſways my ſoul, 
I've taſted no enchanted bowl; { N 
My palace is, inſtead of Guilt, 
By 0 305 Fe and 1 0 Virtue built. | 


* There were ſome very pompous fates remaining, 
till the regent duke of Orleans cauſed ſuch of them to be ef- 
faced as might offend the neighbouring nations. | 

! FR — Ye; 
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- Yes, fire, ſetting heroiſm; victories, and cir- 
cumſtances which impoſe ſuch profound reſpe& 
aſide, I take the liberty, as you well know, to 
love you moſt affectionately. But I ſhould be 
unworthy to love you ſo well, or to be beloved 
by your majeſty, were I, for the greateſt man of 
his age, to forſake another great man ; who it is 
true wears petticoats, but whoſe mind is as maſ- 
culine as yours; and who, by courageous and 
unſhaken friendſhip, has made it my duty, for 
theſe ten years, not to be guilty of ſuch treachery. 

I will repair to ſacrifice in your temple, and 
ſhall afterward return to her altars. 


From heav'n of friendſhip let me rove 

Back to the genial orb of love ; 
Repell'd, attracted, here and there, 

Theſe mutual bleſſings let me ſhare ! 


I will begin to ſend your [majeſty ſome of the 
papers you demand, and the reſt ſhall be ſent 
when I am at Bruſſels. 


Of Charles the friend, whyaot the friend of France? 
Why not the gen'ral friend of earth and men? | 
Or wheretore only virtuous be by halves ? 


God and Lucifer only know what is W 


of the letter which I vrote to- your majeſty, on 
this fine ſubject, about the end of the month of 
June; or by what means it has fallen into other 


Vol. VII, 3 hands. 
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hands. Iam doomed to remain ignorant of the 
game. I have been played one of the moſt it: 
luſtrious tricks poſſible; but I am ſuch an ex- 
cellent coſmopolite that I rejoice at all things. 


L ET T ER CLXXXI. 
From the King. 


Nx DEAR VOLTAIRE, Potſdam, July 25, 1742. 


I PAY you in the coin of great lords; that 


is, I return you a very bad ode for the good 


one which you ſent me; and moreover condemn 
you to correct it, and to render it better. I be- 
lieve it to be the firſt ode that ever was written, 
in which politics played ſo conſpicuous a part. 
But for this you may thank yourſelf, for you 
have excited me to defend my cauſe, I have, 
in effect, diſcovered that the language of the 
gods is that of juſtice and of innocence, which 
will atways give worth to a few lines of poetry, 
even though an Alexandrine verſe ſhould not 
happen to be ſo harmonious as might be wiſhed. 
The queen of Hungary is very fortunate, in 


having an attorney who ſo well underſtands the 


art of language, and its ſeduQive charms, as. you 


do. I think myſelf happy that our diſputes are 
not 
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- not to be determined by a law-ſuit ; for, judging 
from your inclination to favour that queen, and 
from your talents, I never could withſtand Venus 
and Apollo united. 

Lou declaim, with great caſe, apainſt thoſe 
who ſupport their rights and pretenſions with 
the ſword ; but I recolle& the time when, had 
an army been at your command, it would moſt 
indubitably have marched againſt Desfontaines, 
: Rouſſeau, Vanduren, &c. &c. Till the Pla- 
tonic arbitration of the abbe de Saint Pierre 
ſhall take place, kings will find no other re- 
ſources to terminate their diſputes than thoſe of 
acts of hoſtility ; by which they may wreſt ſuch 
Juſt ſatisfaction, from their adverſaries, as they 
never would have obtained by any other expe- 
dient. The misfortunes and calamities which 
follow are but the maladies of the human body. 
The laſt war, therefore, ought to be conſidered 
as a fever fit which had affected Europe, and 
which almoſt immediately took its leave. 

I concern myſelf very little with the rumours 
of your Parifians ; they are gnats that continu- 
ally buz. - Their lampoons reſemble the foul 
language of parrots; and their ſentences are as 
grave as would be the decifions of a baboon on 
metaphyſical ſubjefts. Would you have me be 
angry becauſe the relations of the great Broglio 

R 2 are 


” 
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are offended that I did not repair the blunders 
committed by this wonderful man? I do not pique 
myſelf on Don-Quixotiſm ; and, far from wiſh- 


ing to repair the errors of others, I do but en- 


.deavour to repair my own, if ſo I can. 


Though all France ſhould condemn me for 


having made peace, never will the philoſopher 
Voltaire be borne away by the tide of numbers. 


It is a general rule, that we ought not to keep 
our engagements longer than our forces will 


permit. We made an alliance, as people make 
marriage contracts. I promiſed to go to war, 


as the bridegroom promiſes to ſatisfy the concu- 
piſcence of the bride; but as, in marriage, the 


deſires of the woman oſten exhauſt the powers 


of the man, ſo in war the weakneſs of allies be- 
comes burthenſome to an individual, and ren- 
ders the load inſupportable. In fine, to end the 


compariſon, when a huſband imagines he has ſuf- 
ficient proofs of the gallantry of his wife, nothing 


ſhould prevent him from ſuing for a diyorce. 
I make no application of this part of my ſimile; 


you are ſufficiently informed, and ſufficiently a 


politician, to make it for yourſelf. 
Let me beg you to ſend me, as ſoon as poſſi- 
ble, all the charming verſes which you wrote 


during your abode at Paris. I envy the whole 
earth your company, and wiſh you were at the 


only 


- 
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only place where you are not, that I might re- 
—_— oY much I eſteem and love yon. Vale. 
| FREDERIC. 


NETTE Num 
r any . 


: 


* DEAR vol Alx E, 


roldan, 
April 75 1765. 


You poetically ay: fo many fine things 
to me, that, were I to believe you, my brain 


would be turned. A truce, I beg, to the high- | 


ſounding. words of hero and heroiſm; which, 
lince the return of peace, are only proper to fill 


Pp the hemiſtich of a tragic verſe. 


| How freely flows the charming Line, 

Your muſe een dries, 1 
- When ſhe, inſtead of praiſe unfit. 
Plays round the n 2 R 
But fulſome flatt ry, when too cheap, 

Might ſet the ws themſelves to hep 
1 heſe brilliant allies of your: imagination 
never charm more than in ſportive ſubjects. 


Every man has not the gift of i inciting the mile 


of the mind. Native mirth is Oy to com- 
municate mirth to others. q | 
R 3 Neither 


which you inhgbit, 
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Neither God nor Lucifer, but a wretched poſt-. 


| office clerk at Bruſſels, it. was, who opened and 


copied your letter, which he ſent to Paris, and 
made it public. I do not believe your old Neſtor 
is entirely ſpatleſs in this affair. 

Let me entreat you, mydear Voltaire, to make 
reſtitution of a ſyllable to the village of Chotu- 
fitz, which you have fo. inhumanly torn from 
it; and, fince it is, neceſſary that the field of 
battle ſhould have a rhime, I venture to obſerve 
to you that Chotuſitz rhimes tolerably well with 
Molvitz. Thus have I paid you both with rhime 


and reaſon. 


Jou reply in form, becauſe I have ſuppoſed 


vou have a paſſion forthe marchioneſs du Chate- 


let; and I think I deſerve your thanks for having 
preſumed ſo well of you. The marchioneſs is 
handſome and lovely; you poſleſs ſenſibility, 
ſhe has a heart; you have feeling, ſhe is not 
marble ; and you have lived together theſe ten 


years. Would you make me believe that, dur- 


ing this long period, you never talked of any 
thing but philoſophy to the moſt amiable wo- 
man in France? Had it been ſo, no offence to 


you, my dear friend, you would have acted a 


very inſignificant part. I did not imagine the 
pleaſures were baniſhed the temple of Virtue 


You 
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You have however promiſed to ſacrifice a few 
days to me, which is all I aſk. The more pain- 
ful I ſhall ſuppoſe your abſence from the mar- 


chioneſs to be, the greater ought to be my grati - 
tude, Beware how you deceive me 


How many charming things I hear, 
In fancy ſeated by your fide! 
The flow of wiſdom and th” eſcapes of wit 
Theſe all in ſport, and that in manly pride, 
Spontaneous catch the raptur d ear 
How happy, à- propos, and fit | 
Each ſentences! How conciſe! 
Tis Juvenal, who ſtrikes at vice 
And, dancing now the table round, 
Anacreon comes, his brows with roſes bound; wy 
The courtly Horace hears, 
And ſtraight appears; 
Horace the nice, the playful, yet profound ; 
Nor leaſt of all this ſplendid train, 
Saunt' ring enters La Fontaine, 
The ſimple and the ſweet; 5 
Liſtleſs ſee him take his ſeat, 
And ſoon begin his hearers to regale; 
Mature fails not to be near, 
But all in ecſtaſy writes comments on the tale. 


With theſe, your choſen friends, 
Gh come, and with us live! 
Such nectar as we have we il give; 
Come and correct our loud and boift'rous mirth, 
Reform whate'er offends ; 
To pleaſures dignified, and taſte, and grace, give 9 72 


R 4 Adieu, 
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Adieu, my dear Voltaire. Be juſt to your 


friends: worſhip at the altars of madame du 


Chatelet ; but, during your intercourſe with the 
gods, forget not the men who love you, and on 


them beſtow a few of your moments. 
FREDERIC, 


— 


LETTER CLXXXIV. 
From the King. 


Aix-la-Chapelle, Auguſt 26, 1742, 
FROM the fountain at which, as the faculty ſay, 
Gout, Colic, and Gravel take horſe and away ; | 
The fountain where Luxury parts with his wealth, 
In hopes there to purchaſe Good Humour and Health; 


From the place to which fo many people re- 
ſort for their diverſion, and from which ſo many 
return without being cured; where the quackery 
of phyſicians, and love intrigues, keepequal pace; 
and to which, in fine, infirmity and prejudice 
lead ſo many people from all parts of the world 
dating from this fountain, thither do I invite 
you, as an old valetudinarian, to come and meet 
me ; and, as valetudinarian and wit united, pre- 
cedency ſhall be yours, 

oe arrived here yeſterday. I believe you 

to 


— 
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to be now at Bruſſels; and I likewiſe believe 
that the day after to-morrow you will be here, 
Let me beg you to bring me your Mahomet, as 
it was played at Paris; and to collect all you 
have written of the Age of Louis XIV. for my 
amuſement and inſtruction, You will be re- 
ceived with all the ardor of i impatience, and all 
the eagerneſs of eſteem. Vale. | 
24 7 1415  FREDERIC. 


LITT ER CLEXXY. 
From M. de Voltaire. 


Augult 2g, 1744, 
How glorious has been your campaign ! 
Your ſong, ah how tuneful and ſweet ! 


Apollo! Say where do you reign? 

My deity where may I meet? 
Leaving Folly unheeded to ſport, 
And Vice her falſe hopes to detect, 
Where old Charlemagne held his court, 

On his projects you deeply reflect. 


— my hero, let my king, ſuffer an i 
nable cold, which ſeized me on the road from 
Liſle to Bruſſels, to be ſomewhat diminiſhed, 
before I fly to Aix-la-Chapelle. This cold has 
made me deaf, which it is wrong to be in your 


3 majeſty's 
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majeſty's company: as well might we be im- 
potent in the company of the woman we love. 
During the two or three days that I am con- 
demned to remain in my bed, I will cauſe Ma- 
homet to be tranſcribed as it was played, and 
as it gave pleaſure to philoſophers, and diſguſt 
to the devout. It is a repetition of what hap- 
pened to Tartuffe. The hypocrites perſecuted 
Moliere, and the fanatics have riſen in arms 
againſt me. I yielded to the torrent without 
anſwering a word. Had Socrates done the ſame, 
he would not have ſwallowed hemlock. 

I own I know nothing fo diſgraceful to my 
country as that infamous oppreſſion which is the 
diſhonour of human nature. Let me have the 
king of Pruſſia for my ſovereign, and the Engliſh 
for my fellow-citizens. Our Frenchmen, in 
general, are no more than grown children. But 
to this point I continually return : the real think- 
ing beings among us, though their number be 
ſmall, think excellently ; and for their ſake we 
ought to pardon the reſt, 

With reſpe& to my hiſtoric prattle, a firſt 

cargo departed on the twentieth of this month 
from Paris, addreſſed to the confidential David 
Gerrard; and a ſecond is ready. I aſk your 
majeſty's pardon for the trouble you will find in 
decyphering the writing of the different per- 


ſons 
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ſons who have haſtily copied what I have col- 

lected. 

I ſuppoſe the packet is at preſent on the road, 
to come and weary your majeſty at Aix la Cha- 

pelle. 

If men may be allowed to uſe the word cer- 
tainly, 1 certainly know that it was not a clerk, 
at Bruſſels, who opened the letter which is be- 
come my Pandora's box. This fine exploit was 
performed at Paris, at a critical moment, and by 
a ſpy of the perſon whom your majeſty ſuſpected. 

Well did your majeſty divine, You are as 
converſant with ſmall things as with great. 

You are particularly well acquainted with the 
injuſtice committed by thoſe men who take upon 
themſelves to paſs ſentence on kings; and your 
truly original Ode on that ſubje& abounds in 
poetry, and ſublime philoſophy. 

Would to God your majeſty had equal abo, 
relative to the fine compliments which you have 
paid me, in your laſt letter but one, concerning 
the marchioneſs 


Indeed your majeſty is much too kind. 
What, II | 
By nature form'd for feats of love ! 
1!—This I deny. 
I own ſhe kindly gave a heart, 
And taught me wit and beauty to adore ; 
But nothing more, 
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All you ſuppoſe why did ſhe not impart?: 
Why am I doom'd to prove ”, 
Such things exiſt but in my monarch'smind } 
| 9 indeed there was a time 
Ae Ti oe 
Smiling Youth has ta'en his flight; 
Aad now Oblivion Night! 
Too ſure, alas! I 'm paſt my prime. 
To poets in their ſpring ſuch gifts impute z 
T0 Greffet the renown'd: 
2 Invitehim where the laurel grows; 
Shew him the myrtle and the roſe; _ - 
With theſe, in Fat pee eee 
Ae anſwers not the friendly call,” 
Neglects the banquets of the ſplendid ball 


aw 
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_ From the * ry 
Fredericus Virgilio, Salutaton 2 
HERE am A; in the metropolis of Char- 
lemagne and the valetudinarians. A letter has 
been ſent me from Paris, which is attributed to 
you; and which, be the author who he may, 
deſerves to have- been written by Voltaire, It 
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has been my conſolation in a country where 
there is little ſociety, where men drink the waters 
of the Styx, and in which the empyricifm of 
phyſicians extends its power even over the 
mind. I wiſh, the French all thought like the 
author of this letter; and that, leſs partial in 
their phrenzy, they might become more juſt 
toward foreigners. I wiſh, in fine, that you had 
written the letter, and that you had ſent it me. 

But what need have I of your letters? The 
author is in the neighbourhood. Come but here, 
and you need not doubt but that I ſhall infinitely 
prefer the pleaſure of liſtening to what you ſay, 
to that of reading what you write, I hope you 
will have the politeneſs to do me this favour ; 
and at the ſame time to bring me Mahomet, 
proſcribed as he is by bigots, and ſought after 
by the philoſophers of Berlin, 

I attempt not to ſay more, for I hope you 
will come here, that you may liſten to all which 
my eſteem has to utter, 

Adieu, | 
FREDERIC. 


. . LET. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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LETTER CLXXXVIL 
From M. de Voltaire. 


| W 174. 
TRUMPETS, drums, and thunder fleep 3 


| Them and your well-tried arguments you keep 


Stor'd up in arfenal arid magazine. 
By welktim'd arguments I mean 
Great guns, ſome twenty thouſand, Know, 
This logic, fire, gives me the vapours : 
I love your ſuppers, op'ras, balls, and belles: 
Or, while the loud orcheſtra ſwells, 
Give me French rigadoons, Italian capers. 
| Nay, I'd prefer a puppet-ſhow, 


Jo all your hero-butchers and battalions, 


When ſhall my raviſh'd eyes 
View Pleaſure's ſtately palace riſe, 

At your command ? 8 
With ſhining columns, all of gold, 


And roof ſtar- ſpangled, wond'rous to behold ! 


Ah wave the magic wand! 
With animated marble and medallions, 
Of Polignac the prize, RE. 
The beauties of th antique, 


Thus! Thus immortalize your reign! 
Methinks I hear the very marble ſpeak. 
« Effigies are we of all the great and wiſe, 
„Why leave us here at Rome, 

« Where virtue buried lies, | 
* *Mong 
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14 'Mong friars white, and black, and grey ? 


Here, where the ſorrowing Arts ne'er ſee the light of 


« day! 

«© At Rome? Rome now the ſanctiſied, 

* Where tonſur'd harlequins, and mitred pride, 
And coward ſigniors ſtalk | 

« The rounds that ancient heroes us'd to walk? 

“Their manes take offence ! 
% Remove us hence, 
« And make thy ſplendid reſidence our future home. 


The ſtatues of the cardinal de Polignac ao 
doubt, fire, often repeat theſe things to you. 
But I have now to make another beauty ſpeak ; 
and not a marble beauty, but one who is well 
worth all your ſtatues— 


I've ſeen two beauteous eyes in tears, 

That ſpoke their ſorrows, hopes, and fears, 
As if of ſorrow they were proud : 

They ſpoke with eloquence divine ; 

All felt their pow'r that ſaw them ſhine ; 
So bright were they behind their cloud. 


Theſe eyes, fire, and the charming countenance 


which they irradiate, are the-property of madame 
Walſtein, or Wallenſtein; one of the grand 
nieces of the famous duke of Walſtein, whom 
the emperor Ferdinand ſo very decently cauſed 
to be murdered, as he was jumping from his bed, 
by four honeſt Iriſhmen; which act he certainly 

ATOP ©, would 
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| would not have done, had he ſeen the — 
'nicce of the duke. 


I aſk'd why eyes ſo bright ſhould weep; 
© Requeſted ſhe her griefs would name. 
She anfwer'd, with a figh ſo deep, 
« He, whom you love, your king *s to blame !” 


Kings, I own, are ſometimes guilty of ſuch 
faults; they make even fine eyes weep: not to 
mention a multitude of others, who have no 
ee to beauty 


Their very love, their want of faith, 
Their furious rage, their fell ambition, 
In Germany, as well as France, 

Have brought full many to contrition, | 


At length I underſtood the cauſe of her 


grief to be, that count von Furſtemberg is con- 
demned, by your majeſty's orders, to remain in 
indolence, impriſoned at Weſel. She aſked me 
what ſhe muſt do to relieve him. To this J re- 
plied there were two remedies : the firſt was, to 
aſſemble an army of a hundred thouſand men, 
and to beſiege the town; and the ſecond to 
petition your majeſty, which laſt was incom- 
parably the moſt certain. 


Then, riding in the clouds, I ſaw 
The king that gives to others law; 
| "Twas 
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2 |} Twas Love; with Walſtein's pray'r he wing d his way , 
And as he flew aloud he ſpoke— | | 

| My will is, which let none revoke, xY | 
% When Beauty pleads that monarchs ſhould obey.“ | 


- 
—————— — — 


L. E T T E R CLXXXVIII. 


From the King. 
Aix-la-Chapelle, September 2, I 742. 


| YoURSELF excepted, I know nothing 
ſo excellent as your letters. The laſt is as charm- 
ing as all the others which you write to me. Yet 
it would have given me more pleaſure, had you 
followed it more expeditiouſly ; for at preſent I 
believe I ſhall be deprived' of the pleaſure of 
ſeeing you. I depart on the 7th for Sileſia. 
This is the moſt ſtupid country I know ; the 
phyſicians, in order to reduce ſtrangers to the 
ſtandard of their townſmen, require them not to 
think. They pretend that no man ought to 
have common ſenſe ; and that the care of health 
ought to preclude every other care. | 
Meſſieurs Chapel and Cotzviler abſolutely for- 
bid any man to write poetry; they affirm it is 
treaſon againſt the faculty ; and that it 1s impoſ- 
ſible to drink of the ſtreams of Hippocrene and 
the muddy waters of the petty empire of Aix at 
VOL. vii. 8 the 
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the ſame time. I am obliged to cede to their will; 
but God knows what is the degree of ſatisfaction 
which I ſhall take, when I am once again at 
home. I have neither received large nor ſmall 
packet from you ; and ſuppoſe that the prudent 

David Gerrard has carefully locked it up, at 
Berlin, till my arrival. Be affured I will write 
myſelf creditor for all you ſend me; and that 
you, by your works, are the great conſolation of 
my life, 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. To you I commit 
the proviſion of food for my mind. Send me 
occaſionally thoſe nutritious viands which im- 
part ſtrength ; and at other times thoſe exquiſite 
- meats, the delightful flavour of which flatters the 
taſte, and excites the appetite. 

Be perſuaded of the eſteem, the friendſhip, 
and all the diſtinguiſhed ſentiments I have for 


you. 
FREDERIC. 


CORRESPONDENCE 259 


LE TT ER cLxXXXIS. 
From the King, 


Remuſberg, October 13,1742. 


I was occupied in reading your impartial 
and well-confidered Hiſtory, which is not encum- 
bered by uſeleſs minutiæ, at the very moment I 
received your letter. The firſt wiſh I conceived 
was that I might receive the remainder. The 
little I have read inſpires a wiſh to have more. 
None of the writings of the ancients are ſo ca- 
pable as this work is to inſpire juſt ideas, to form 
the taſte, and to ſoften and poliſh the manners *. 
It will become the ornament of our age, and a 
monument which will atteſt to poſterity the ſu- 
periority of the genius of the moderns over that 
of the ancients, Cicero ſaid he could not con- 
ceive how the Augurs could poſſibly forbear to 
laugh, when they looked in each others faces. 
You go further; you diſplay the ridiculous and 
the mad proceedings of the Clergy. 

The age in which we live furniſhes examples 


*The Baſil edition ſays, the work here praiſed was the 
Eſſai ſur les Mæurs et PEfprit des Nations: or, An Eſſay on 
the Manners and Genius of Nations. T.. 
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of ambition, courage, &c. ; but, to its honour, 
I dare affirm, it cannot be reproached with any 
of thoſe cruel and barbarous acts which have 
been the diſgrace of preceding times. 

It has leſs diſhoneſty, leſs fanaticiſm ; more 
humanity, and more politeneſs. 

Since the Pharſalian war, never were intereſts 
more important diſcuſſed than have been in 
the preſent conflict. The pre-eminence of the 
two moſt powerful families of Chriſtendom is 
conteſted, and the ruin of the one or of the 
other. Theſe are great events, which merit to 
be regarded by you, and to find their place in 
the continuation of the Hiſtory which you pro- 
poſe to write. 


Ah! This world's woes how much do I lament ! 
Lament the ties which Diſcord could diſſolve ! 
But Janus' temple once again is clos'd : 
There have the Pruſſian eagles ſtor'd their thunder 
My valiant warriors do not, friend, inſult ; ' 
They nobly brav'd the ſtorm ; they nothing aſked ; 
Their motive vict'ry and the love of fame, 
Glory unint'reſted was their reward. 
Repoſe is now their due. Beneath their laurels 
Let th' Arts and Pleaſures ſtraight their temple build; 
And this let Germany aſtoniſh'd view, 


The pleaſures of this temple you enjoy when- 
ever you pleafe ; and hence we mortals gain in- 
ſtruction and delight. 

5 I every 
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I every day expect to receive the beautiful 
coledlen of antiquities of the abbe de Polignac, 


Who famed from Rome aig them purloinz _ 
And we from France have filch'd them in return, 
Much to the marvel or the world, I ween. 


TI have admired the Epiſtle Dedicatory to b Ma- 
homet, which is full of true reſlections, and witty 
lines, 


Who like bigots can provoke 
Reaſon's ſcorn, and Satire's ſtroke ? 
Knaves, and fools, and holy cheats, 
Highway virgins, faints in ſtreets, 
Waxlights, relics, genuflection, 
Limbo, pardons, grace, election, 
Mummeries more than I can mention, 
Lyes that might defy invention, 
Wafers, tranſubſtantiation, 
Bulls and excommunication, 
Pilgrim beggars in proceſſion, 
Falſchood trembling at confeſſion, 
Folly laugh'd at while miſled, 
Maſſes drawling for the dead, 
Scoundrels canoniz'd when rotten, 
Luft and ay'rice ne'er forgotten, 4 
Nuns and friars at midnight orgies, 
Nephews, Popes, and Cæſar Borgiag— 
Full of miſchief, rank abuſe, 
Picture like to this produce, 
No falſe colouring, no lampoon, i 
And I 'll a nail drive thro? the moon. 

83 I am 
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Il am not acquainted with madame von Wal- 

lenſtein; but I very well know that her ſaid 
nephew has behaved exceedingly ill to his ſupe- 
riors; and chat, right or wrong, he was deter- 
mined to fight. 

- Write poetry and hiſtory , my dear 
Voltaire; for you will never ſatiate the hunger 
with which 1 devour your works, nor ever dry 

up the ſource of my gratitude. | 

Adieu. | 

FREDERIC. 


L N F de. 
Trum A. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, * Bruſſels, November, 1742- 


I am very happy to find that the moſt 
ſage of moriarchs is ſomewhat ſatisfied with the 
ample picture which I have drawn of the follies 
of mankind... Well may your majeſty. ſay the 
age in which we live has great advantages over 
times of ſuch darkneſs and cruelty; and that 
it is better, accurſed blaſphemy as it may be 
deemed, to live at preſent than to have exiſted 
formerly. 
| Would to God that al princes had thought 
like 
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like my hero! There would then have been no 
religious wars; no faggots kindled to burn the 
poor devils who maintained that God was in- 
cloſed within a morſel of bread, in a manner dif- 
ferent to what was ſuppoſed by Saint Thomas. 

A caſuiſt examines whether the Virgin re- 
ceived any pleaſure from the compreſſion and 
obumbration of the Holy Ghoſt. He is for the 
affirmative, and ſupports his opinion with very 
ſtrong arguments. Very fine folios are writ- 
ten to diſprove the ſuppoſition ; but no man is 
burnt, nor are any cities deſtroyed, in the diſ- 
pute. Had the partiſans of Luther, Zuinglius, 
Calvin, and the Popes, acted in the ſame man- 
ner, there would have been ſome pleaſure in 
living with ſuch people. 

There are few quarrels between fanatics at 
preſent, except in France, where fanaticiſm and 
moliniſm maintain a. diſcordancy which may be- 
come ſerious, becauſe ſuch chimeras are there 
ſeriouſly treated. 

Loet but the prince laugh, and the people will 
join in the ridicule. But kings who keep con- 
feſſors ſeldom are philoſophers. 

I ſend your majeſty a ſmall cargo of human 
abſurdities, which will ſerve as new proofs of the 
great ſuperiority of the age of Frederic over 
the ages of ſo many paſt emperors. But all theſe 

48 proofs, 
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proofs, fire, are inferior to thoſe which you . 
ford. 

I have heard n a a general of an 
army of a hundred and fifty thouſand men, your 
majeſty is ſitting, in great tranquillity, a ſpectator 
of comedies in yaur- palace. The company 


that plays before you probably does not reſemble. 


your warlike companies; it is not, I believe, the 
firſt in Europe. | | 

I I think I have diſcovered a young man of wit 
and merit, who writes very pleaſing poetry, and 
who would be very capable of aiding my hero 
in his pleaſures, of ſuperintending his come- 
dians, and of amuſing, him who holds the ba- 
lance among the monarchs of this world. I 
believe I ſhall be at Paris in a fortnight, and 1 
will then ſend more poſitive information to your 
majeſty. 

I hope alſo to ſend you two or three additional 
ages; but I want as many books as you have 
ſoldiers, and I can only find thoſe immenſe col- 
lections, from which | extract ſame _ of 


Elixir, at Paris. 


I flatter myſelf that your majelty' is in the pre- 


ſent enjoyment of the beautiful collection of 
cardinal de Polignac— 


For twenty thouſand crowns, king, great of thought ! 
Th' antiques of Roman Marius haſt thou bought. 


But 


: 
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But what the Romans valued moſt of yore, * 
|... Virtues, alas! now brought from Rome no more, 
Virtues which human nature make divine, 


Native to thee, 9 72 theſe are thine. 


1 have juſt ſeen the ar and Hef. 
Gate drawn up in order of battle, They are 
fine men, but are not equal to your majeſty's 
troops; nor are they headed by my hero. It is 
not ſuppoſed that they will this winter leave 
their garriſon. They are ſaid to be going to 
Dunkirk ; but the road to that place is ſome- 
what rugged, . notwithſtanding its ſmooth ap- 
pearance, beo; 

May your majeſty preſerve your uſual kind- 
neſs for your eternal admirer! 


8 


* n 


Da .S. 

From the King. 

ELL 1742, 
WERE the hiſtorles of the world all 
written like that which you have confided to me, 
we ſhould be better informed than we are, of all 
ages, and leſs deceived by hiſtorians. The more 
I am acquainted with you, the more do I find. 
you to be a very ſingular man. Never did 1 
read ſo line a ſtyle as that of the Hiſtory of 
Louis 
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Louis XIV. I read each paragraph two or 
three times, ſo highly am I delighted. Every 
line has its excellence ; each is ſupplied with fine 
reflections. No falſe thoughts; nothing puerile. 
Add to which, the impartiality of the work i is 
perfect. vi 

When J have gone through the ih I will 
* you ſome ſhort remarks; and, among 
others, ſome on German names, which are 
rather ill treated, and which may caſt a 
ſhade of obſcurity over the hiſtory; ſince 
there are names ſo disfigured” that the reader is 
obliged to gueſs who is the perſon meant. I 
wiſh you had compoſed all the works which have 
ever been written, and which ſeem neceſſary for 

inſtruction. Were this ſo, the reader might de- 
rive profit from the time he ſhould allot to 
books. 

I am ſometimes out of patience at the trifles, 
the inſignificant reflections, or the dryneſs, which 
pervade certain books. The reader has to re- 
write ſuch works: but you ſpare your readers that 
trouble. Whether a man have or have not judg- 
ment, he will acquire great profit by your la- 
bours. He need only poſſeſs memory. 


LE T. 
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LETTER . 


From the King. 


' 
* 
FR: 


Potſdam, November 18, 1744. 


Tay work, — TL doom'd to laſt; 
A monument of ages paſt * ; 

Of fools, and knights, ee 
Of madmen, fighting for a grave; 

Of Popes, the laughter of the wiſe— _ 

2 Dye read with pleaſure and ſurpriſe. _ 

Too happy that I now exiſt, 
Some time ago had I deceas'd, , 
A cutting ſtroke or murd'rous blow 8 
From thee, with theſe, had laid my mem ' ry low. | 


Go an with this excellent work ; for the love 
of truth continue it, and for the happineſs of 
mankind, A king exhorts you to record the 
follies of kings. 

Lou have ſo ſtrongly inſpired me with the 
love of labour that I have written an epiſtle, a 
comedy, and memoirs, which I hope will be 
very curious. When the two former ſhall be 
corrected to my own ſatisfaction, I will fend 
them to you. Of the third I can only commu- 
nicate fragments ; for the work is of a nature 
that requires it ſhould not be rendered _ 


Meaning Voltatre's Univerſal Hiſtory. 5 
am 


＋ 
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J am however perſuaded chat you will find paſ- 
ſages in/itthat are tolerable; 

I perceive you have formed no bad opinion 
of our comedians; they are properly dancers, 
among whom the family of La Cochois acts co- 
medies. They play ſome pieces of the Italian 
theatre, and of Moliere, paſſably ; but I have 
forbidden them to lace an the buſkin, which 1 
nd they are not worthy to wear. | 

The collection of antiques of the Gikdinal de 
Polignac is arrived.; ; nor have the ſtatues ſuffered 


the leaſt injury. 


In thy ruins, ch Rome! or thy reverend an 8 

The portrait of Genius, of Wiſdom the buſt, 
„obe ſage, or the poet, why ſeek with ſuch care, | 

wee living thyy're all to be found in Yoltawe ? ? 


The apoſtolic cardinal, who might have poſ- | 
belle you, was very wrong to collect all theſe 
buſts; but I, not having that honour, want your 
works in my library, and theſe remains of anti- 
quity in my gallery. I wiſh the Engliſh may 
divert themſelves as well this year, in Flanders, 
and as agreeably, as I propoſe to paſs my carni- 
val at Berlin. I have communicated the epide- 
mic diſeaſe of war to Europe; like as a coquette 
beſtows certain favours on ber gallants which 
they will remember. I am myſelf very fortu- 
-nately cured ; and at preſent contemplate the 
_ manner 


35 


CORRESPONDENCE 269 


manner in which others may take and profit by 
the remedies adminiſtered. Fortune is wavering 
between the emperor and the queen of Hungary ; 
and, in my opinion, the fortitude or the weak- 
neſs of France will decide the conteſt. 

Do not forget that I have aſſumed a certain 
degree of authority over you. To me you are 
accountable for your ages, your general hiſtories, 
&c. as the chriſtians are for their time to their 
gentle Saviour, Such is the conſequence, my 
dear Voltaire, of an intercourſe with kings ; they 
encroach upon the rights of every man, and ar- 
rogate claims to which they have no pretenſions. 
You muſt however ſend me your hiſtory, and 
think yourſelf very fortunate that you can eſcape 
my gripe yourſelf; for, had I conſulted my own 
arguments, I long ſince ſhould have printed a 
manifeſto, in which I ſhould have proved that 
you appertain to me, and that I was juſtified in 
ſcizing your body, wherever it could be found. 

Adieu. Continue in good health ; do not for- 
get me; and be ſure not to take root at © OATH, | in 
which caſe I am undone, , 


NE T. 


— . — 
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LETT EK. xc. 


e | © From M. de Voltaire. 
81 n E, | 
| Wrrn 550 LS Loan, 
or pedant lumber ſent by me, 
war at which you ought to ſpurn, 
Delightful anſwer you return. 
Thus, babbler having ta'en the lead, 
Tongue gallop, off he goes, full ſpeed ; 
And thinks that, while he runs ſo faſt, 


— 


»Twere ſtrange if he ſhould be ſurpaſs'd; 
Till out of breath he ſtops at laſt : 
Some ſingle word a wit replies; 
The liſt'ning crowd with laughter dies. 


UP 1742, 


Your bumanity is more than ever adorable ; 
for it is not poſhble continually to repeat your 


mojeſy.. 


This is a very proper phraſe for the 


princes of the empire to uſe, who can diſcover 
nothing i in you but the king ; but I, who can 
perceivet the man— , who ſometimes indulge my 
enthuſiaſm—I, in my raptures, forget the mo- 


narch, to think only of this enchanting man. 


By _ magic happens it, both at a time, 


With ſpells all your own, thus you reign and you rhyme ? 


That to rhyme is moſt difficult who ſhall deny? 


Though courtiers their kings can with virtues ſupply, 


Can this name the prudent, and that call the gay, 
In the thunders of terror this monſter array, 
14A 


Say 
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Say this is the peaceful, and t* other the wiſe, 
Till I, their hiſtorian, am charm'd by ſuch lyes— 
Yet which of the parafites ever could tell 
Of a king who wrote verſes fo ſweetly and well? 
Thus gifted, to conquer or reign you but find 
Joo be mete recreation, the ſports of your mind: 
Nay that art which the bleſt ſons of genius adore, 
The art of the poet, to you is no more | 
You ſeize, thus imbued with empyreal fire, 
The falchion of Mars, of Apollo the lyre ; ' 


And, playful, with equal facility write 
As you conquer, whene'er you think proper to fight. 
Did the queen of Hungary, and the king my 
lord and maſter, ſee the letter of your majeſty, 
they could not forbear to laugh ; notwithſtand- 
ing the ill which you have done the one, and the 
good which you have not done the other, Your 
compariſon between a coquette and ſomething 
better, who has beſtowed her diſagreeable favours, 
and laughs at her gallants while under the doc- 
tor, 15 as pleaſant a thing as any ſaĩd by men like 
Cæſar, Anthony, and Auguſtus, your predeceſ- 
ſors; men who performed great actions, and 
uttered witty ſayings. Behave as you think 
proper toward kings; beat them, abandon them, 
quarrel with them, make peace with them; but 
never be inconſtant to me, for I adore you. 
Your favours dang'rous were to thoſe 3 
For kings, as kings, treat friends like foes: 
N Deceit 
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Deceit they trade in ; but; for mes 


No conſcious infidelity 
Aſſaults affection in its birth; 
1 * becauſe I know, your ow 


It rains bad books, tic vile verſes at this 
place ; but as your majeſty will not judge of all 
our warriors by the affair of Lintz, neither will 
you paſs ſentence on the underſtanding of the 
French, from reading Les Etrennes de la Saint 
Jean *, or the vulgarities of the abbe des Fon- 
taines. - There is nothing new among our Syba- 
rites of Paris. The only anecdote which I think 
worthy of being related to your majeſty, is the 


following: 
Cardinal de F leuri, after having been ill, 


| thought proper, two days ago, not knowing 
what better to do, to ſay maſs at a little altar, 
in a garden which was frozen. Meſſieurs Amelot 
and De Breteuil arrived, and told him he would 
certainly kill himſelf. Pſhaw ! gentlemen, | faid 
be, you are mere chickens. What a man! And 
at the age of ninety! May you, fire, live to the 
| ſame age to ſay maſs; and may I be your aſſiſt- 

ant! AT 
I am; with the moſt profound reſpect, &c. 


* A kind of periodical title, which cannot be tranſlated. F. 


Li 
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LETTER CXCIV. 


From the King, 


Berlin, December 5 1742» 


IN return for your Maid of Orleans, and 
your charming Hiſtory, I ſend you a ſhort co- 
. medy, containing ſcenes of all the follies which 
I have been able to recollect, and tack together. 
I bad it performed at the nuptials of Ceſario; 
but it was very indifferently acted. 

D*'Eguille, who has delivered your letter of 
old date to me, is arrived. He is ſaid to con- 
tain more ſtuff than his brother ; but of this I 
have not yet been able to judge. 

I have only the alpha and omega of the Maid 
of Orleans. Could I but obtain the fourth, fifth, 
ſixth, and ſeventh cantos, it would then be a 
pleaſure of which you would have put me in full 
poſſeſſion. 

It ſeems to me that the creditors of thoſe la- 
dies, called the Seventeen Provinces *, are as 
preſſing for payment as thoſe gentlemen, in- 


* Both copies read dix-/ept (ſeventeen). I imagine it to be 
an error of the preſs, and that it ought not to be ſeventeen, 
but ſeven, unleſs the Netherlands and the ſeven United Pro- 
vinces be meant incluſively, T. | 

vor. VII, T titled 


— — ' ̃¶ ²¹bv. — — ——— 
a . 
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titled the Marſhals of France, are flow in their 


operations. With reſpe& to your creditors, I 


beg you to tell them that I have many debts to 
liquidate with the Dutch; and that it is not yet 
very clear which of us will find a balance in our 
favour. | 

If Paris be the iſland of Cytherea, you are cer- 
tainly the ſatellite of Venus. You revolve round 
that planet, and follow the orbit which it de- 
ſcribes, from Paris to Bruſſels, and from Bruſſels 
to Cirey, Berlin has no attraction for you, un- 
leſs the aſtronomers of our academy can entice 
you hither by their long teleſcopes. The north- 
ern people are not ſo effeminate as the nations 
of the weſt. The men with us are more robuſt, 


more maſculine, more capable of labour and of 


buſineſs; but they are perhaps leſs agreeable. 
Yet is it exactly the ſybarite life which you lead 


at Paris, and which you commend ſo much, that 


has occaſioned the loſs of fame e your 
moor and your generals. 


While llt ning to the . tale, 

Pardon the truths ſevere I'm doom'd to Sky” 
Other hiſtorians might them veil or hide, 

But me diſimulation ill befits *. 


| Adieu, my gear Voltaire. Write to me, often 3 
ſend me your works, and the Maid of Orleans. 


: * Theſe lngs are a parody from the Henriade, T. 
FR I have 
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1 have ſo much buſineſs on hand that my letter 
aſſumes a laconic appearance; but it will weary 


you the leſs, if it have not wearied you too much 
already, 


LETTER (ev. 
From the King. 
February 22, 17433 


Wr yeſterday ſaid all the good of you 


that could be ſaid of mortal man. The ſupper- 


hall was a temple, in which ſacrifice was offered 


to you: and there certainly is ſomething divine 
about you, for you immediately reward the good 
actions that have been done you. This morn- 
ing 1 have received a charming letter, under 
your hand, which has given me great pleaſure ; 
not having for a long period received one before. 
I was, for two months together, overburthened 
with buſineſs, which prevented me from writing 
to you ſooner. 

I now aſk an explanation, relative to the ſub- 
ject of your laſt letter but one: for the cardinal 
is dead, and affairs aſſume a different face. It is 


good to know what channels ought to be em- 


ployed, | | 
N ex) I very 


FREDERIC. 


—— 


vou, and ſhall love you ever. 


of mind, that vivacity, in which ſhe reſembles 
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I very ſincerely participate in the trophies 
you have acquired. I ſeem to myſelf to have 
written Merope, and that it. was to me that the 
public did juſtice. 

I am about to depart for Sileſia, but I ſhall not 


remain long there; after which I will renew my 


intercourſe with the Muſes. Let me entreat you 
to ſend me the Maid of Orleans, for I am bent 


upon raviſhing her charms ; and, with her, your 


hiſtory, your epigrams, your odes, and yourſelf. 
In fine, I hope, by one means or another, to ſee 
you here. 
Do my character no injuſtice: in other reſpects 
you ſhall be allowed to joke with me as you 
think proper. 

Adieu, my dear Voltaire. I eſteem you, love 


FREDERIC. 


STE z' xv 
From the King. 


March 26, 1743. 


T was well perſuaded you would be 
pleaſed with my ſiſter of Brunſwic. She has 
received that happy gift. of heaven, that ardour 


you, 
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you, and of which, unfortunately, Nature is too 
avaricious toward mankind. 


The vaunted fire Prometheus ſtole 

From heav'n, to animate your ſoul. 

Audacious robber ! Yet in vain; 

His ſcanty hand could not contain 

A ſpark for that unbluſhing crew 

Who boldly claim the whole their due. 
Their minds to this ſtrange madneſs wend 

To genius each and all pretend. 

The worſt of fools, if once thus bit, 

Believe their worſt of nonſenſe wit. 

The ſhrew, who ſcolds the live-long day, 

By ſcolding would her pow'rs diſplay. 

How oft by ſelf-conceit is goaded 

The aſs, with learning overloaded ! 

How ſwells, and bleſſes Heav'n, for brain 

Which words, or wind, could thus contain ! 
By wiſdom would not Mirepoix 

Rule France; nay more, all Europe awe ? 

To cure him, bid the doting elf 

Liſten, whene'er he talks himſelf, 


I do not very well know where you are at 


preſent ; but I perſuade myſelf you will ſooner 
forget Berlin than be forgotten there. Such are 
the aſſurances of your admirer. 


P. 8. Of me your mind draws picture faint, 
If me you want in daubing paint“; 
I claim no mean, no medium part: 
Forget, or place me in your heart. 
FRE D ERIC. 
M. de Voltaire had requeſted to have the king's picture. 
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Rr 
From the King. 


MY DEAR VOLTAIRE, Potſdam, April 6, 1743. 
YOU load me with favours, while I per- 
fiſt in gloomy filence. I receive the precious 
fruits of friendſhip, your nightly watchings and 
your ſtudies; while I continue galloping from 
province to province, without being able to fix 
my wandering ſtar, and return to my former 
haunts. | 

I am, however, returned from Breſlau, after 
having acted the politician, the financier, and the 
general. I expect at preſent to taſte ſome re- 
poſe, and to recommence my commerce with 
the Muſes. I ſhall ſoon ſend you the preface 
to my memoirs. I cannot remit the whole work, 
for it muſt not appear till after I and my cotem- 
poraries are dead; the reaſon of which is, it is 
written with a ſtrict adherence to truth; I not 
having departed, in any reſpect, from that fide- 
lity which a hiſtorian ought to communicate to 
his writings. 

Your hiſtory of the human mind is admirable. 
But how humiliating is this hiſtory to our ſpe- 
cies, nay to providence itſelf ! That is, if provi- 

| | dence 
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dence make choice of thoſe who are appointed 
to govern the world, and ſerve as the pivots on 
which thoſe revolutions turn that happen on 
earth, . 

I am ſorry to hear on your ke paſſion 
has weakened you ſo much; but I flatter myſelf 
the mind will ſupport the body, as 01] maintains 
the flame of a lamp. 

D*Argens has had his comedy performed, at 
which we all went to fleep. He wiſhed to have 
it repreſented at Paris, but from this I diſſuaded 
him ; for he would there moſt indubitably have 


been hifſed. You ſtand alone; you wrote a 


' tragedy at nineteen, and an epic poem at twenty. 
But every man is not Voltaire. 

The ridiculous arts of the devotees of Paris 
have been heard of in the North. I well ex- 
pected Voltaire muſt ſtand reproved, as ſoon as 
he ſhould appear before an Areopagus of crofled 
and mitred Midaſes. Aequire the fortitude to 
deſpiſe a nation which is infenſible to the merit 
of men like Belleiſle and Voltaire; and come 
into a country where you are beloved, and where 
bigotry does not rule triumphant. 


Adieu. 
FREDERIC. 


The Maid | The Maid! The Maid! And 
once again, the Maid of Orleans! Send her to 
1 4 me, 


2 — — 
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me, for the love of God ; or rather for the love 
of yourſelf! | 


— ——— 


LETTER CXCVIII. 
From the * 


Potſdam, May 21, 1743. 


How long, a backſlider, pray tell me, Voltaire, 
Has old Saving-grace in your ſoul had a ſhare ? 

By Mirepoix le&ur'd, and ſprinkled, and bleſt, 

Are faſting, and hermits, and roots, now your taſte ? 

With a twang through the noſe, and a ſanctified air, 

The yawning philoſopher mutters a pray'r ; 

His ſins being pardon'd, he fights for the church, 
And we ſons of old Satan are left in the lurch. 

St. Peter and Newton all Heav'n alarm; 

Their claim to Voltaire to ſupport they both arm, 
Inſtead of triangle, the dozing old faint 

A relic preſents ; and, in argument quaint, 

Conception immaculate fully maintains; 

And martyrs and Mary ſleep while he explains. 
Apollo, Parnaſſus, the Muſes all nine, : 
Vent their griefs, to perceive their fam'd valley divine 
Left forlorn by the ſwan whoſe mellifluous ftrain 
So lately enchanted the banks of the Seine. 

But of grief, lo! a picture no heart can withſtand! 
Deſpair in her eye, the ſage Locke in her hand, 

Her hair all diſhevell'd, her cheek all in tears, 
Fair Emily, charming in ſorrow, appears! 
: « He 
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He is gone]! ſhe exclaims ; I am barter'd, forſa'en ! 
» © Diſtration ! Eternally left to complain 
« His motives? Oh none! *Tis the moon at the full ; 
He credits a tale of a cock and bull!“ 


This is what I preſume, from the letter you 
have written to the biſhop of Sens, and from 
what all the letters from Paris contain, You 
may judge of my ſurpriſe, and of the aſtoniſh- 
ment of a philoſophic mind, to ſee the miniſter 
of truth bend the knee before the idol of ſuper- 
ſtition. 

The mitred Midaſes triumph, in this age, over 
Voltaire and the men of genius; but this is ap- 
parently the age in which the ignorant, of every 
kind, are to find preferment in France, rather 
than the learned and the man of abilities, O 
tempora ! O mores /! 


Some forty learned parrots ſit 

To pick holes in the coat of wit. 

Old cuſtom and new grammar they 

Sometimes command, ſometimes obey : 

Like ſlaves they yield what is not due, 

Like deſpots they have black-ball'd you, 
Afraid the reign of night muſt end, 

Should once your ſplendid ſun aſcend, 

They met, and caſt a midnight ſpell, 

And ſtill in all their darkneſs dwell. 


1 believe France is the only country in Eu- 
_ 
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rope in which aſſes and fools may at preſent 
make their fortune. I ſend you the preface to 
my memoirs *; the reſt is not oftenſible, 

I do not write to you ſo often as I could wiſh; 
yon muſt not however accufe me, but the innu- 
merable occupations which divide my time. 
Adieu, my dear Voltaire. Do not forget me, 
notwithſtanding my ſilence ; be certain that, as 
your friend, I do nat think leſs frequently of you 


than I did formerly, TY 
| FREDERIC. 
n e e eee 


From the K ing. 


5 Potſdam, "SPY 15, 1743s 
PEACEFUL in harbour here I ſtand, 
Nor wiſh my bark again the winds ſhould brave; 
Yet grieve to view the diſtant ſtrand, | 
Where fate forbids a noble ſhip to ſave. 


T wiſh you would at once come to Berlin, there 
to remain; and that you had the ſtrength to 


ſhelter your light bark from the winds and hur- 
ricanes by which it has ſo often been tot i in 


j 
*The work mentioned here, and in the laſt letter, is, The 
Hiftory of my own Times. T. 


France, 
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France. How, my dear Voltaire, can you ſuffer 
them to exclude you ignominiouſly from the 
academy, while they applaud you at the theatre? 


Diſdained at court, and adored in the city! This 


is à contraſt which I cannot reconcile... The 


levity indeed of the French never ſuffers * 
to be conſiſtent in their applauſe. 


Come here, to a nation which will not change 
its judgment concerning you. Quit a country 


where Belleiſle, Chauyelin, and Voltaire can find 
no protection. 
Adieu. 


u. 


LET T ER cc. 


From the King. 


Magdeburg, Son 25» 1743» 
83 and perſecuted in your own, 
Be this your country ; here your worth is known. 


I am at preſent a greater wanderer than the 
Jew whom D'Argens“ obliges to write and to 


* Alluding to the Jewiſh Letters, by the marquis d'Ar- 


den. T: | 
travel, 


FREDERIC. 
Send me the Maid of Orleans, or I renounce. 
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travel. Another Siſyphus, I turn the wheel at 
which I am condemned to labour. I give a 
momentum to my little kingdom; and, in the 
ſhades of peace, ſtrengthen that for which I am 
indebted to the arm of war. I reform old abuſes, 
and give birth to new; correct faults, and com- 
mit others. | h 

This tumultuous life may endure two months, 
unleſs the demon that haunts me ſhould con- 
tinue his diſturbances longer. I believe I ſhall 
then find myſelf obliged to make a trip to Aix, 
there to correct the incorrigible machinery of 
my abdomen, by which your friend is occaſion- 
ally tormented. Could I have the pleaſure of 
meeting you there, it would be a very agreeable 
one ; for it is my opinion that— 


For jaundic'd patient, whom the ſtone, 
And gout, and dropſy, call their own, 
No med' cines which the learned tribe 
E'er did, or ever ſhall preſcribe, 
Of ſo much efficacy are, 

As converſation with Voltaire. 
His piercing wit, and eye ſo keen, 
To charm away the whims of ſpleen, 
Or pain itſelf, are more availing 
Than all Hippocrates and Galen, 


If, leaving that place, you would come and 
be an inhabitant of theſe countries, I promiſe 
5 | | you 
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you an eſtabliſhment with which I flatter myſelf 
you would be. ſatisfied ; eſpecially when you 
ſhould find yourſelf beyond the reach of the ar- 
tifices and perſecution of bigots. You have 
ſuffered too many inſults in France, to remain 
there with honour; it becomes you to quit a 
country where your reputation receives daily 
ftabs, and where each Midas is preferred to the 
higheſt employment. 

Adieu, dear Voltaire. Let me entreat you to 


write me your ſentiments ; and be certain of my 
affection. 


FRED ERIC. 


RN 


From M. de Voltaire. 


The Hague, June 28, 1743. 
FROM palace which, you muſt allow, 
Though gilded once, is rotten now, 
Both monument and emblem fit 
Of human grandeur, human wit, 
On you I call, to you appeal; 
For you can hear, and you can feel, 


For other palaces I pant, 
Where you te art and ſcience grant 


Bleſt refuge. Soon the winged ſteed, 
Hight Pegaſus, of noble breed, 
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Do you but ſend, I'll quickly mount, 
And at Berlin my griefs recount. 


0 


Hlas my hero received my letters fr om Pans, 


in which I have informed him that 1. ſhould 


eſcape, and come to pay him my court? I ſent 
them to Dayid Gerrard ; and the ſecond addreſs 
was to M. Fredericſhof. Surely David Gerrard 
is not ſuch a blockhead as to be unable to diſ- 
cover that this M. F redericſhof is the greateſt of 
kings, and the greateſt of men; the man of my 
beart ; he whoſe preſence will for ſome days ren- 
der me happy. 6 | 

I am therefore waiting at the Hague, with M. 
yon Podewils, the orders of your humanity, and 
2 fcreſpan ® from your majeſty, 

Let me once again behold the great | Ratet 
and let me no more be troũùbled with the ſight of 
the pedant Boyer, the old biſhop of Mirepoix; 
who would pleaſe me much more were he at leaſt 
twenty years older than he 1s; MOR] 


While you, by beat of drum, terrific ſound; 


Through Pruſſa* s towns are led, a weary round; 
I, by my better angel guided, wing 
My wing wor to hear Apollo ſing. 


I am here with your worthy and amiable mi- 


niſter, who i is inconſolable, and neither: ſleeps 


era relay vf horſes” T. | 
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nor eats, becauſe the Dutch want the poſſeſſions 
of a great king at too cheap a rate. We muſt 
however accuſtom ourſelves, fire, to ſee the 
Dutch love money as much as I love you. When, 


alas ! ſhall I leave theſe watery Provinces, to ce 


my hero, and my prince ? 


L E T 1 E R CClI. 
- From the King. | 


Reinſberg, July 3, 1743, 
TsENnD you a paſſport for horſes with 
much eagerneſs. You will neither be drawn by 
Bucephalus, nor by Pegaſus ; yet I ſhall love 


the horſes the better, for having brought Apollo 


0 Berlin. 

Here you will be received with open arms, 
and I will give you the beſt eſtabliſhment in my 
Power. | | op 

I am about to depart for Stettin, and. from 
thence for Silefia ; but I ſhall find a moment's 
leiſure to ſee and aſſure you how much 1 eſteem 
you. 


Adieu. . 


„ 19 a 
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5 
L E T * E R CclII. 
From lt 4 Poltie 
NEED Te H lng 
ur XING, : " palace, July 13, 1 


I HAVE not the- honour to be one of 
thoſe heroes who travel with a fever. I am be- 
come a Manichzan, and admit two principles 
in the world: the good principle is the huma- 
nity of my hero; the bad is phyſical evil; and 
the laſt prevents me from enjoying the firſt, 

Permit therefore, my adorable monarch, that 
ſoul which is ſo ill at its eaſe, in this paltry 
body, to remain, and not .begin its travels un- 
der the uncertainty of finding, or of not finding, 
your majeſty. If you intend to remain fome 
weeks at Berlin, to Berlin will I fly: if you are 
ſill on the wing, and mean to hurry from the 
further part of Sileſia to Aix- la-Chapelle, I will 
go thither, and wait for you in a warm bath; 
which however will be much cooler than your 
imagination. 

T have the honour to ſend you a doſe of opium, * 
to be taken, during your travels; a packet of 
academic phraſes, among which your majeſty 
will find the diſcourſe of Maupertuis, accom- 
W | panied 


| 

| 

| | | 
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panied with fome remarks, by madame du Cha- 
| 


telet. Would to God the French were guilty 
of no other miſtakes than thoſe pointed out to | 
your majeſty by madame du Chatelet ;* the _ 

' emperor. would ſtill have held Bohemia, and : | 

would at leaſt ſup at Munich, inſtead of * | 

25 abſolute want at Franckfort. ä 

But, notwithſtanding the noble retreats of 

your Straſburg friend *, and the errors of Det- 

tingen, the French appear not to be deſtitute of 

courage. The muſketeers alone, to the number 

of two hundred and fifty, broke through five 

lines of the Engliſh, who few of them gave 

way but with loſs of life, The great num- 

ber of our nobility killed and -wounded is an 

inconteſtable proof of valour. What would not 
this nation effect, were it commanded by a prince 

like you? 8 
If the people have courage, the miniſtry alſo - 
have fortitude; a new army on the Maeſe will 
ſoon afford the United Provinces ſubject of de- . 
liberation, 

] believe. the treaty between Sardinia and 
Spain to be nearly concluded. This is a new 
ſcene in the play; and- what is paſſing in Swe- 
den may likewiſe change the face of affairs in 
the north, 


— 0 


8 * Marſhal de Broglio. * | 
* vol. VII. U | Amid 
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Amid the ſhock of nations, madly foes, 42:20 
Watching with active eye this poor world's woes, 
Triumphant, arm'd with thunderbolt and lyre, 
My hero reckleſs views the ſpreading fire. 
--/. Germania ruin'd; Sweden ill at eaſe; 
The haughty Engliſh ſov'reigns of the ſeas, 
Who vaunt their honeſt motives, yet maintain 
' Clandeſtine views, victorious on the main; 
The Dutch one half their friends, one half their ſlaves L 
Opprobrium braving, ſo his life he ſaves, 
Old Broglio flying, loſt, confus'd, and ſtunn'd 
. By accidents which well he might have ſhunn'd==e 
All theſe my hero laughing ſees ; while I 
Laugh too, for laughter beſt may care defy. 


I am afraid all this partakes of the "A 4 
lirium : but the greateſt delirium I am conſcious 
of, is the deſire to meet your majeſty. Where 
ſhall I ſee you? where ſhall I be happy? Muſt 
it be at Berlin, or at Aix-la-Chapelle? 

' Behold me at your feet, charming monarch, 

and moft ſingular man; waiting your orders te 
guide my ſteps. 


W 
fr K * CCIV. 


From M. de Voltaire, 


July, 743. 
BE mine 2 heroes who repoſe 
Beneath the myrtle and the roſe: 


For, 
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„For, while they ſport with dance and ſong, 
EReſpiring earth endures no wrong. 
Let Cæſar for the laurel write, 
The witty Cæſar 's my delight; 
| Or change the order of the ſphere, 
And give the world another year; 
In th* arms of love ſhould he recline, 
The loving Cæſar ſtill is mine; 
Nor grieve I much to ſee the ſport 
Indulg'd in at Bithynia's court; 
Enlarg'd, magnanimous, and kind, 
To Cato's J prefer his mind; 
Like Tully he, of ſoul ſuhlime, 
The heights of eloquence would climb z 
Of king of whom I've heard, or read, 
| The ftarry track he ſeem'd to tread. 
But when old Rubicon in vain 
The luſt of power would reſtrain 3 
When all his waters can't aſſuage 
The phrenzy of ambitious rage; | 
To weep the man I turn aſide, | 2 
Who might have liv'd the poet's pride; 
Who might have been for ever great; 
Who might—have ſav'd a falling tate ! 


l 

* 
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' You, fire, are more happy, after taking Si- 
lefia, than was your predeceſſor after the battle 
of Pharſalia. You, like him, write commenta- 
ries; like him, you love ſociety, of which you 
are the delight. You ſend me charming verſes, 
and a preface. worthy of yourſelf, which an- 
nounces a work worthy of the preface, I can 
forbear no longer; your loadſtone attracts me 

| 2 too 


„ 


292 _POSTHUMOUS  WORK'S.: 


too powerfully, while I am repelled by the loads 
ſtone of France. Were there a king in Cochin- 
china who ſhould' think, write, and ſpeak like 
you, embark I muſt, to throw myſelf at his feet. 
All people, who have but a ſpark. of taſte and 
reaſon, ought to undertake ſuch voyages, in 

imitation of the queen of Sheba, | 

I notwithſtanding own, great king, with my 
impertinent frankneſs, that I think you ſacrifice 
yourſelf a little too much, in this charming pre- 
face to your memoirs. Pardon—yet no; 1 
aſk no pardon—you ſuffer it to be too percep- 
tibly ſeen that you have neglected che ſpirit 
of morality, to indulge the ſpirit of conqueſt. 
What have you to reproach yourſelf with? 
Had you not real claims on Sileſia, at leaſt on 
the greater part of it? and did not the refuſal of 
Juſtice ſufficiently authoriſe your act? I ſhall ſay 
no more ; except that, in every article, I think 
your majeſty too forbearing, and that you are 
daily more and more juſtified. 

Your majeſty is to me a moſt ſecuciogeoguette, 
| You grant me many favours, that you may in- 
fpire all the ardour of hope to obtain the laſt. 
What more convenient opportunity can J find, 
to gp and paſs a few days with my hero? He has 
impriſoned the thunder, and is ſporting with his. 
Iyre. People here do not ſport; the lightning 
flaſhes 
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flaſhes over our heads. This vile Mirepoix is 
xs ſevere, as fanatic, and as imperious, as cardinal 
de Fleuri was mild, accommodating, and polite, 
How much does he make us regret that good 
man; and how inferior is the preceptor of our 
dauphin to the preceptor of our king! The 


Choice which has been made of him, is the only 


one by which his majeſty has afflicted the na- 
tion. Our other miniſters, and the king him- 
ſelf, are beloved. He applies himſelf to affairs, 
is aſſiduous, juſt, and very fincerely loves the 
moſt amiable woman on earth. It is Mirepoix 
alone who renders the ſerene ſky of Verſailles 
and Paris cloudy. The belles-lettres are enve- 
loped in a gloomy fog. Men are in deſpair, 
to ſee Boyer in the poſſeſſion of the ſeats of 
Fenelon and Boſſuet—Boyer, who was born a 
perſecutor! I know not by what fatality it hap- 
pens that every monk who has riſen into power 
at court, has been equally cruel and ambitious. 
The firſt benefice Mirepoix received, after the 
death of the cardinal, was worth near eighty 
thouſand livres per annum. (Above three thou- 
ſand pounds ſterling.) The firſt apartment given 
him at Paris was that of the queen; and every 
body is in daily expeRation to ſee his head, 
which your majeſty ſo well calls the head of an aſs, 
decorated by a red bonnet brought from Rome. 
{RNA True 
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True it is Marie-a- la-Coque was not written 
by him; but it is equally true, fire, that I have 
not written the letter, which paſſes under my 
name, to the author of Marie-a-la-Coque. I have 
only written a letter to the biſhop of Mirepoix; 
in which I have complained, with much ardour 
and much inutility, of the calumnies of his 
creatures and ſpies. I do not bow the knee 
before Baal : and, while I reſpe& my king, I 

equally deſpiſe thoſe who, under the ſhade of 
his authority, abuſe their power, and are only 
great to do miſchief, 

You, fire, alone conſole me, ſeeing what I 
ee; and, when ready to weep at the decline of 
the arts, I ſay there is one monarch ſtill in Eu- 
rope by whom they are beloved, by whom they 
are cultivated, and who 1s the glory of his age. 
I add, ſoon ſhall I ſee this charming monarch ; 
this man, though a king; this ſceptered Chau- 
lieu; this Tacitus ; this Xenophon, Yes, I muſt 
be-gone; madame du Chatelet muſt not prevent 
me; I muſt forſake Minerva for Apollo. Ta 
ſee your majeſty is my ruling paſſion, which 
muſt once in my life be indulged. 


LET. 
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F 
From the King. 


Petſdam, Auguſt 20, 1743. 


I Have only been here two days, and 
kave found three of your letters. 


Two gods ſeldom friends, gods of reaſon and rhyme, 


In concord preſide o'er your concerts ſublime. 
Our minds to enlighten, and rid us of ſorrow, 
The gall-dripping pen of old Perſius you borrow, 
Deform'd as ſhe is, when her face you reveal, 
Hypocriſy ſhrinking her ſhame would conceal, 
Of Mirepoix's ghoſt who can doubt the delight, 
Should you undertake his eulogium to write ? 

In vengeance the arts all aſſembled would come, 
To ſcatter his aſhes, and hurl down his tomb; 
In vain would Neuville wordy monument raiſe, 
The force of the ſatire would riſe with the praiſe. 


I pity thoſe who have the misfortune to offend 
you; for, in four lines, you will render them 
ridiculous ad ſecula ſeculorum, 

I ſhall not go to Aix, as I intended. You 
know I have the honour to be a political atom; 
in conſequence of which, my ſtomach is obliged 
to digeſt the combination of European affairs, 
which do not always perfectly agree with its 
texture. | 88 


U4 - You 
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You ſeem to me, my dear Voltaire, ſomething | 
like the weathercock of Parnaſſus, and as if you 
had not yet decided on the part you ought to 
take. I ſhall ſay nothing to you on the ſub- 
ject, for all that I could urge would ſeem ſuſ- 
picious. The picture you have drawn of France 
is painted in glowing colours; but, ſay what 
you. pleaſe, the army that flies for three ſucceſ- 
five years, and that is beaten whenever it fights, 
is certainly no aſſemblage of Cæſars ar of Alex- 
anders. | : 

My portrait is not, nor is it intended to be, 
painted ; I can therefore give you nothing but 
medals, - 


Vale. | 


een, 
From the King. 


Potſdam, Auguſt 24, 1743. 

IT is to be at Berlin, then, that I am to 
have the pleaſure to behold the French Apollo 
deſcend from his Parnaſſus, to oblige me, and 
familiarize himſelf a little with the proſaic vul- 
gar. Let me beg you, my dear Voltaire, to 
E. bring 
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bring with you good ſtore of indulgence; and 
eſpecially let no grammarian meaſure the length 


of our phraſes by the fathom, nor puniſh us for 


the folly of a ſoleciſm. You will ſee a company 

of comedians that is forming, a riſing academy, 
and, above all, many perſons who love and ad- 
mire you. 


There is no 4ne de Mirepoix at Berlin. We 


have a cardinal, and biſhops, ſome of whom 
make love in front, and others in rear; who are 
better read inthe divinityof Epicurus than in that 


of Saint Paul; who conſequently are benevolent 


enough not to perſecute any one; and who dif. 
poſe of nothing but pariſh offices and choriſters 


places, for which you are no aſpiring candidate, 


Disjointed though you bring her, yet 
Your Maid of Orleans don't forget ; 
The deeds of all your preſent race 

Of heroes, hers will ſoon efface ; 

Of flying Broglio, and the ſheep 
Which he can neither kill nor keep; 
Of wand”ring Maillebois, who loſt 
Himſelf, as well as all his hoſt ; 

Of Segur, who ſo ſoon ſurrenders 
And all your other brave defenders, 


*The biſhop Boyer uſed to ſign himſelf ance eveque du 
Mirepoix, as an abbreviation of ancien, &c. This Voltaire fare 


caſtically * into dne, or aſs of Mirepoix& . 


* 


4 ] will 
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I will ſhew you as much of my Memoirs as 1 
think, I ought to ſhew you. They are true, 
conſequently-of ſuch a nature as not to be made 
public till ſome future age. 

Adieu, _ Voltaire, till we meet. 
188 FRED ERIC. 


— — — 
LETTER Cel. 


From the King. 


- Potſdam, September 15, 1743z 

"You have faid ſo much to me in behalf 

of France, and her king, that it were to be wiſhed. 
all monarchs had ſuch ſubjects, and all republics 


ſuch citizens. When the ſame zeal animates 
every man, and when the public intereſt be- 


comes the intereſt of every indiyidual, feelings 
like theſe then conſtitute the true ſtrength of 


kingdoms. 
It had been well if France and Sweden had 


poſſeſſed military men who thought like you; 
but it 1s very certain, ſay what you will, that 
the feebleneſs of the generals, and the timidity 
of adminiſtration, have been almoſt deſtructive. 
of the renown of theſe two nations, whoſe very 
name, not fifty years ago, was the terror of! Eu- 


7 


rope. | 
Les 


4. 
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LCL.et us examine in what manner France has | 
acted toward her allies. What an example to 


Europe was that ſecret peace which cardinal de 
Fleuri made, unknown to the kings of Spain 
and Sardinia ! The father-in-law of his monarch 
was abandoned, and Lorrain acquired. How 
unheard- of is the manner in which France gives 
up the emperor, ſacrifices Bavaria, and ruins a 
prince who is ſo reſpectable even in extreme 


_ diſtreſs ! I ſpeak not merely of the diſtreſs of the 


prince, but of a fituation the poſt dreadful that 
can happen to a private perſon. What were the 
machinations of the cardinal in Ruſha, when we 
were on the moſt friendly terms ! What propofi- 


tions have not been made at Mentz, to open a 


road to peace, or more properly to kindle a 


new war! With how little vigour do the French 


ſpeak, when they ought to diſplay fortitude ! 
And, even when ſome appearance 1s diſcoverable 
in their words, how little correſpondent are their 
military operations ! 
The Erench however are the moſt OE 
people in Europe ; and, were they not as a nation 
to be feared, they would deſerve to be beloved. 
A king worthy to reign over them, governing 
ſagely, and acquiring the eſteem of all Europe, 
might reſtore them to their former ſplendour ; 
7-7 Wy 1 
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: which Broglio, and ſo many others of Rill . in- 
n abilities, have ſomewhat eclipſed. 
Ix were a work worthy a prince of ſuch 
| high” merit to repair what others have injured; 
and never could ſovereign acquire more glory 
than when he ſhould defend his people againſt 
farious foes ; or when, by changing the ſtate of 
affairs, ke ſhould find means to reduce his ad- 
verſaries, humbly to requeſt he would grant 
them peace. | 
I ſhall admire all the acts of this great man; 
—_ any of the ſovereigns of Europe be leſs 
zealous of his ſucceſs than I ſhall be. 
But I did not intend to talk politics to you; 
for this is exactly like preſenting a doſe of phy- 
fic-to a beloved miſtreſs. I imagine I ſhould 
do much better were Ito make poetry the topic: 
but we cannot all act as we wiſh ; and when you 
' write poetry to me, to which I ought to anſwer, 
vou: talk to me like a cup-bearer, who, having 
the gift of drinking, brings large bumpers to a 
poor valetudinarian, whoſe ſtomach ſcarcely can 
digeſt water. 
Adieu, dear Voltaire. May Heaven preſerve 
vou from ſleepleſs nights, fever, and impertinent 


3 
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LETT E R COM 
From M. de Voltaire © 
eee | 
The means to captivate my mind; 


In you the joys I deem moſt ſweet 

It is my happy doom to meet. 

My General Hiſtory, and my Maid. 

I come to end in ſafety's ſhade, e 
Which you beſtow, where fearleſs 1 | 
Nr all the bigot crew defy. 


1 will therefore depart, my adorable: aka 
to = as ſoon as I have put my affairs in 
order. I ſpeak to you with my accuſtomed 


frankneſs : I have imagined I perceived I ſhould 


be leſs agreeable to you, were I to come in the 
| company of others; and I own that, appertain- 
ing ſolely to your majeſty, my mind will be 
more at its eaſe. 


I have not the ambition to vec an envoy, | 


like Deſtouches and Prior; two poets who each 


concluded a treaty of peace between France and 
England. You will act as you'ſhall pleaſe with 


all the kings on earth, and 1 ſhall not inter- 
fere ; but I earneſtly conjure you to write a word 
w me, which I may ſhey to theking of France. 


You. 


a — on neon 
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You reproach him, in the letter which you 
deigned to write to me from Potſdam, for hav- 
ing left the emperor in extreme diſtreſs; as well 
as for having made inſinuations at Mentz con- 
trary to your intereſts. Since that letter was 
written, your majeſty has been informed that 
the king of France has granted the emperor 
ſubſidies; and I imagine you have no doubt at 
preſent that Hatzel, who negociated, or rather 
did nothing but blunder, at Mentz, was a raſh 
perſon, who, ſhould you wiſh it, would receive 
puniſhment. Be therefore ſomewhat better con- 
tented; and let me conjure you to deign to write 
to me, were it but four lines in general terms. 

All I wiſh you to ſay is, that you are now 
ſatisfied reſpecting the inclinations of France; 
that no perſon ever preſented you with a more 
advantageous picture of his king; that you 
have reaſon to believe me, becauſe you have 
never been deceived by me; and that you are 
well determined to be the ally of a prince ſo 
prudent, and ſo firm in his purpoſes. 

Theſe vague expreſſions will not pledge you 
to any act, and I dare affirm they will produce 
a good effect; for, if deſcriptions have been 
given you but little honourable to the king of 
France, I can aſſure you that you have been 
painted to him in the blackeſt colours; and aſ- 
1 | ſuredly 
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ſuredly juſtice has been done to neither. Per- 
mit me therefore to profit by this favourable op- 
portunity; and thus let me reſtore two monarchs 


ſo dear and eſtimable to the good opinion of 


each other. Add to this, they will render me 
happy for life: I ſhall ſhew your letter to the 
king; and perhaps may obtain reſtitution of a 
part of my effects which the good cardinal took 
from me. I will come here“ to ſpend this re- 
covered wealth, which I ſhall owe to you. 

Be perſuaded of the good effects that will re- 
ſult. 1 ſhall be unſuſpected; and the day on 


which I ſhall be permitted to tell his majeſty all 


I think of your perſon, will be the ſecond hap- 
pieſt day in my life : the firſt will be that on 
which I ſhall return to your feet, to ſettle in Pruf- 


fia, and to begin a new life dedicated only to 


you, 


* From this paſſage we may conclude the letter was write 
ten while M. de Voltaire was. in Pruſſia (perhaps from Berlin 
to the king at Potſdam), whither he this time went, or rather 
was ſent, on political buſineſs. T. 
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WY YE cer. 
From the King. 


* 
8 
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FRANCE has hitherto been ſuppoſed 
the aſylum of unfortunate kings; I wiſh my 
capital to become the temple of great men. 
Come bither, my dear Voltaire, and dictate what- 
ever can he agreeable to you. I wiſh to give you 
pleaſure ; and if we wiſh to oblige any man, it 
is neceſſary to conform to his mode of thinking, 
_ Chooſe houſe or apartments; make your own 
conditions; concert whatever may be neceflary 
for the pleaſures or the ſuperfluities ef life, that 
is, for whatever can make you happy. Leave the 
reſt to me. You will always remain free, and 
entirely maſter of your deſtiny. I wiſh not to 
Enchain you, except by friendſhip and beneyo- 
lence. 

You ſhall have paſſports for your wid and 
every thing you can require. I ſhall ſee you on 
, Wedneſday, and ſhall profit by the moments that 
remain to enlighten myſelf by the blaze of your 
potent genius, I entreat you to believe I ſhall 
ever to you be the ſame. 
Adieu, . 


W---: 


„ 


FRED ERIC. 
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SIR The Hague, Oftober 28, 1545, 


; 1 pai like an eagle, 260 1 
like a tortoiſe. But how is it poſſible to travel 
too ſlowly, Wen quitting your majeſty 7. Ar 
length I am in Holland; and the: firſt ching 1 
there met with was an Englih paper, in which 
your Anti-Machiavel is cited,” in parallel with 
Polybius and Xenophon. Two pages from the 


book are tranſcribed, in which you prove the 
advantages that fortified places are of to princes ; 


and the temerity of the allies / in pretending to 


enter France, is there demonſtrated. 
o N 4 q 
At length your worth is Known: 
By authors cited as an author grave; 
By monarchs, as a monarch wiſe and brave; 
Reſpected are your pow'r and throne 
By Dutchman free, by Ruſſian born a ſlave ; 
Triumphant might you march beſide 
'The Danube ſhores, or banks of Save, 
And humble Auſtrian pride. 
The victor's right you wiſely wave/, 
No more o'er wretchedneſs you reign, 
More worthy meed you crave; 
No more your royal hand you ſtain, 
VOL, vn. X No 
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No more in ſanguinary floods you conqueſt lave : 
Such deeds you rightly blame. 


Lean no more: I would—but, to my ſhame, 
My jaded muſe can rhyme no more in ave. 


The more I think of il Ti ito, of il forte *, the 


| more do I affirm Berlin to be my country. 


| Ho! good meſſieurs Gerard !! My chamber! Make haſte! 
A d eſſ for my papers! Some wine to my taſte! 

Not that juice manufactur d by Lognier of Liege, 
Which throat made of iron might well diſoblige ; 

Which I nick-nam'd af * * * +, nor call back the term; 
Fit liquor for no man but kings, I affirm. 

Good claret for me, unadulterate, pure; 

Or wit or wine mixt taſte refin'd can't endure : 

| Voiture's, Marivaux's, metaphyſical toil, 

Conduce but to blend, to confuſe, and to ſpoil, 


L E T T ba R cx. 
From. M. 4 8 | 


: ! « - 


Liſle, November 16, 1743. 
Axl it wn LK Did you indeed 
From Auſtrian or Bohemian win 
The drum which dying Ziſka bade 


Them manufacture from his ſkin ? 


* Theſe are references to ſome Italian opera, I ſuppoſe, 
which no doubt were familiar to the king, but which a tranſ- 
lator cannot be expected perfectly to underſtand. T. 

+ Piſſat d ine. | 


8 | A dead 


— —— — —— — 
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A dead man's hide is little worth, 
Though, when alive, a hero be: 

"Your heroes do not oft eſcape __ 
The worm 's unmanner'd glattony. FR 


Te hide of Zilka Fate 1 5 | 
r worm nor reptile ſhould lay claim; | 
| Dar ſhould through ages be preſerv'd 

In drum immortal as his name, 


Tons odd enough ! But pray be pleas'd, 
Oh mighty king! to underftand— * 
von her who would ſave his hide, 
Muſt condeſcend to have it dt 


N Seeger wn; for Gol biel; 

W Whodrew it on thus well to fit, 

* © Could ſcarcely, ſhould he try once more, 
A new one fill ſo full of vit! c 


5 


5 if} 


1 1 is not infinitely reſpectful to aſk a great 


king queſtions: but Solomon was treated thus; 
and the Solomon of the north muſt „r 


himſelf to enlighten mankind. 
Vour majeſty will therefore forgives my te- 
merity, when I aſk what is meant by an ark 


found at Glatz. Your majeſty perhaps will tell 


me I muſt addreſs myſelf to Jordan: but 'this 


Jordan, fire, is indolent, amiable though he be ; 


and you. would regulate' four or five provinces, 

write. two hundred verfes, and compoſe four 

thouſand crotchets in ſcore, in leſs time than he 

would produce a ſingle letter. 

: I am at Liſle, which is a city ſomething like 
X 2 Berlin; 
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Berlin; but I neither {ce an opera there, nor a 
ſecond Titus. For your majeſty, the queen mo- 
ther, andthe princeſs Ulrica, no ſubſtitutes can be 
found; neither have I an army of three hundred 
thouſand men, with which T might carry off the 
princeſs. But, in revenge, the king of France has 
more; for the preſent eſtimate ſtates him to have 
three hundred and twenty-five thouſand, invalids 
included. They. are. three. hundred thouſand 
hounds on full chaſe, chat fcarcely can be kept 
in. They yelp, and hel, and ſtruggle, and break 
couple, to run hot at the Kngliſh, and their flow 
fervants the Dutch. The whole nation, in truth, 
diſplays incredible ardour. We may fortunately 
add, yourStraſburg friend® will no more pretend 
to command armies; and the emperor, ſup- 
ported by your majeſty and France, _ ſoon 
have operas played at Munch. 

As I have been bold enough to put various 
queſtions to your majeſty, I will tell you a ſhort 
tale; a perhaps you have already heard 
it. 

Some months ago, the princeſs Adelaide, the 
| third daughter of the king my maſter, having 
thirteen louis (or guineas) in her pocket, got up 
during the night, dreſſed berfelf without aid, and 


\ 


n left 
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left her chamber. Her governeſs awoke, and 
aſked her where ſhe was going; and ſhe very 
ingenuoufly eonfeſſed ſhe had ordered a groom 
to keep two horſes ready, that ſhe might go to 
command the atmy, and aid the emperor. 
Should ſhe but hear that your majeſty has in- 
terfered, ſhe will hereafter ſleep in peace. 

At the moment I have the honour to write to 
your majeſty, our troops are on 1 . to 
go and take old Briſac. | 

With reſpe& to our Sibbe F have heard 
a ſingular anecdote in this city of Liſle ; which 
is that, while it was beſieged by the duke oy 
Marlborough, they acted plays every night, and 
that the comedians then gained upwards of a 
hundred thouſand livres, (More than four 
thouſand pounds ſterling.) You muſt allow, 
fire, this is a nation formed for N and 
war. FJ ear il 

Titus continues to entreat your majeſty in be- 
half of poor Courtils, who is at Spandau without 


a noſe *, 
I throwmyſelf at the feet of your humanity, &c. 


* To underſtand this paſſage well, fee—Meridirs of M, de 
Voltaire, written by himſelf, page 9g O2. 1. | 


X 3 2 ; . E T- 
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Berlin, December 4 1743. 


© Or warrior Rd the ſkin i is here, 
* "Whoſe very name inflicted fear, 


1 2 ſo well, 
Grim Death had ſent his ſaul to hell. 
95 Ti here; henceforth here let it be, 

| For curious fools to came and ſee. 


Four flecting ſoul ſome future * 
"21 (Far hence, I hope) ſaall wing its way, 

That i is, be 2097 d, the boatman brib'd, 
To land which lyars have deſerib'd. 
Then critic Marſyas ſhall begin 

1 Experiments upon your ſkin ; 

But Envy, for the [raſh deſign, - _ 
Once more ſhall feel the wrath divine. 


Les, the Kin of Ziſca, or, to ſpeak more ac- 
curately, the drum of Ziſca, is among the fpoils 
which we have brought from Bohemia. 

I am well pleaſed to hear you are arrived in 
good health at Liſle. . I am always in fear of 
coaches breaking down. \ 


You are more enthuſiaſtic than ever concern- 
ing your fifteen hundred ſcabby Frenchmen *, 


144 * Galenx de Frangois, 
| who 
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who are in an iſland of the Rhine, which they 
have not the courage to leave. You muſt be very 


barren of great events, ſince you make ſo much 


noiſe about ſuch wretched trifles. But-a truce to 
pokes, | 

I believe the Dutch may act pantomimes, 
when the actors come from foreign countries. 
They may poſſeſs fine genius, when you ſhall be 
at the Hague; famous miniſters, when Carteret 


ſhall repair thither; and heroes, when the road 


of the king my uncle“ ſhall lie through * 
. | 
- - Fredericus Voltarium ſalutat. 


L E TT E R CCXII. 
F rom M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, Paris, January 7, 1744+ 
I HAVE at once received enough to turn 


more than one brain—a former letter from your 


majeſty, dated November the twenty- ninth; 
two medals, which repreſent at leaſt a part of 
the countenance of the king and the man of ge- 
nius; the portrait of her majeſty the queen mo- 
ther; that of the princeſs Ulrica ; and in fine, 


* The king of England, T. 
£ ta 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
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to complete theſe fayours, delightful verſes from 
| ee e e e e h 7p 


— flew fi 
L'empire de Midas, votre ingrate patrie* ? 


The marquis de Fenelon had all this wealth 
in his pocket ; nor would he part \ with it till he 
found he could keep it no longer. He has re- 
| tarded the negociation, as if he had been ſtipu- 
lating with the Dutch. But 1 am now in full 
poſſeſſion. I have kiſſed all the portraits; let 
the princeſs Ulrica bluſh if ſhe pleaſe. 


Such charms auguſt careſs! Ah! Who ſhall dare? 
Mad were the wiſh, the will! 
And yet to ſee, poſſeſs them, and forbear, 
Were madnels greater ſtill ! | 
I did fo, fire, to your verſes; the harmony and 
vivacity of which have produced almoſt as great 


effects upon me as the miniature of her royal 
highneſs. I ſaid— 


Whence come theſe ſounds, that doubly cheer 
The glowing heart andliftning ear? 

Do men or gods thus ſweetly play? 

Or dd the tuneful muſes ſtray; 

Freſh garlands ſtrewing as they go, 

With words that win, and thoughts that flow ? 


* And will you really quit the kingdom of Midas, your 
ungrateful country? 


Or 
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In my own deſpite, here are verſes which your 
Apollo has wreſted 18. me; by bim am T ſtill 
inſpired. 2G) 

Your Merope has bien delivered to me, and 
I followed the orders of the author in the diſtri- 
bution of his book. I am not aſtoniſhed at the 
ſucceſs of the piece. The corrections you have 
made in it have rendered i it, in chaſtity, plan, 
probability, and pathos, ſuperior to all your 
other theatrical pieces; though Mahomet has 

more force, and Brutus finer line. 
Muy ſiſter Ulrica ſees your dream in part 
accompliſhed. A king aſks her for his conſort, 
and the wiſhes of the Swediſh nation all centre 
in her. To this enthuſiaſm, this fanaticiſm, my 
tender friendſhip for her has been obliged tocede. 
She is going into a country where her talents 
will induce her to act a grand and ſublime part. 
Be pleaſed to tell Rothemburg, if you ſee him, 


it 1s not well in him not to write to me, Since 
6 | he 


So TON DEN 3156 
he has been at Paris, I hear no more of him 
than if he were at Pekin. Tour atmoſphere re- 
ſembles the fountain of Jouvence, and your vo- 
luptuouſneſs the ſpells of Circe; but Rothem- 
burg'T hope will eſcape a metamorphoſis. 
Adieu, admirable hiſtorian, great poet, charm- 
ing author of the Maid, who is kept the inviſible 
and gloomy priſoner of Circe. Farewel, lover | 
of Valori's cook · maid, of madaine du Chatelet, and 
of my ſiſter. I recommend myſelf to the pro- 
tection of your talents; and eſpecially to your | 
love of ſtudy, from which I expect my en | 
and nals delightful amuſements. 

FRE DERIC. 
The houſe is diſgarniſhing that had been be- 
nod to be furniſhed for” 2 at Berlin. 


. CCRXV. 


Fren . King, 


Berlin, December 18, 14% 
TRE m marquis de Paulmy ſhall be wel- 
comed, as the ſon of a French miniſter whom I 
eſteem; and as a diſciple of Parnaſſus, with 
Apollo $ own paſſport. 


* No letters have been found of the year 1745, and but 
*" of the following years. 


I am 


| . 
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Im much vexed that the route of the duke 
de Richelieu does not lead him through Berlin, 
any man in France, the talents of wit and of 
erudition with the charming blandiſhments of 


politeneſs. He is the moſt advantageous model 


of the F rench nation that his maſter, could have 
choſen for the emhaſſy; a man of all countries, 
2 citizen of all places, and who would in every 
age receive the ſame ſuffrages that art 1 | 
him in Paris, France, and all Europe. 

I am accuſtomed! to live without many of 5 
pleaſures of this life, and ſhall eaſily ſupport the 


want of that good company the . of mm 


the gazettes have announced. 

As long as you die only in metaphor, 1 ſhall | 
leave you thus to die. Confeſs your ſins ; greaſe 
your face with the holy oil; receive the ſeven 
ſacraments, all at once if you pleaſe; for to me 
theſe are things of ſmall conſequence. How- 
ever, in your ſaid agonies of death, I ſhall take 
care not to be as ſecure as the Dutch have been, 
relative to marſhal Saxe. Certainly you French- 
men are aſtoniſhing beings ; your heroes gain 
victories with death trembling on their lips, and 
your poets write immortal works while expiring. 
What would you not do, ſhould nature ever in 


Thy 


caprice render you {ane and robuſt ? 
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Tus Anecdotes of the Private Life of Louis 
the Great have given me much pleaſure, though 
in-realith I'did not find any thing new in them. 
Lwiſh your wiere not to write the campaign o 
1744, but chat you would put the finiſhing hand 
to the Age of Louis the Great. Cotemporury 


authors haue been accuſed, by all ages, of hav- 
ing fallen. into the error of writing ſatires, or of 
the folly of flattery. Were it poſſible for you 


to write bad work, it would be hy obliging 
yourſelf to write that which you have under- 
taken. It is for men to perform great deeds, - 
and for impartial poſterity to paſs ſentence on 

them and drr 


Take my advice; finiſh your Maid of Orleans. 


It were better to unwrinkle the foreheads of 
worthy people than to write gazettes for the 
mob. Hercules in chains, encumbered by his 
ſhackles, muſt loſe his ſtrength, and become 
more nerveleſs than the cowardly Paris. 

It ſhould ſeem the dauphin marries only to 
exerciſe your genius. Semiramis is as famous, in 
Germany, as the new dauphineſs is in France. 
Enable me therefore to judge either of one or 
both, and I will join 1 ſuffrage to the ſuffrages 
of Verſailles. _ 

Maupertuis recovers from his illneſs. The 
whole city is 6 in his fate; he is our Pal- 
2 ladium, 
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ladjuni, and the fineſt conqueſt Lever made in 
m life: for, with reſpect to you, you are in- 
conſtant, ungrateful, perfidious ; inay} I:know . 
not what I ſhould ſay, did I not forgive you, and 
all Frenchmen, out of my reſpect to Louis XV. 
v3 bell tingles to ptayers at the 
theatre. Bacbarini, Cochois, and HHahteville 
call me; I am going to admire them. I love 
perſection in every profeſſion, in every art; for 
this reaſon I cannot refuſe een to en. 


thor of che Hentade. 21119 o Malie 
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SIRE! 175  Cirey, January 24, 1747. 
— T gh I have * the packet of 
the twenty-fourth of November. Af "Infernal 
courier, to whoſe charge this packet was com- 
mitted, with all its charming contents, incloſed' 
in a box directed to madame du Chatelet at 
Paris, galloped ſo faſt that he. galloped away 
with it to Straſburg; and afterward left it in the 
town of Troyes, wer __ from this 


4 
- = * 2 * 1 . * * * * 
L 4 % 
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> Fair 
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Fair Albion s admirals, with conq'ring ſword, _. 
Cape Breton, having ta'cn, might have or d: 
Nay, France might have recover'd all ſhe loſt, 
White 1 we were n wy the N — 


We en return to our r ruling at * 
write verſes, whenever you have no battles to 
fight, - I imagined you had addicted 481052 


entirely to proſe. 


Your genius, which n no Enilts yet has "x iy 
From pallid Wiſdom's hill, with ſportive bound 
Or wavy flight, deſeent could not refrain, | 


To playful Poctry's enchanting plain, | 


You fall on the Auftrians and Saxons ; you 
grant peace to a king, your enemy, in his capital; 
you conquer metaphyſics; you write the Memoirs 
of an age of which you are the firſt man; and 
finally you write poetry, of which you aſſuredly 


write more than I, with whom it is all over, and 


who have given up the trade. 

I have not ſeen the poem with which you 
have regaled M. de Maurepas; but I was in 
poſſeſſion of the Epiſtle with which you have 
honoured the preſident of your academy, and 
which is very charming. The du Gue-Trouin, 
half man and half ſea-hog, is very pleaſant : 


but the Epiſtle of the Vanity of Fame and of 


Intereſt delights me ſtill more, — 
5 . The 


4 
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The'portraib ol the iſlander 


Salle ae e be-, 
De ſes Peres fujete bubile ſecdiflent 5 - 
Des uw et _ rois Ion corrupteur,; Ke, 


is a morſe! of 5 . farce and beauty, The 
| : contradictions of man are yell touched upon in 
4 this Epiſtle, 


* 


F 


—— 


| 

Oft madmen, gaining mad applauſe, 
| Your hand a bold, grand, picture draus; 
The ftory tells of human life; 


Eventful, troubled, tale of ſtrifel 
Tis thus the ſage locks down, from Wiſdom's ſeat, 
_Had views the vale of Mis'ry * his feet. 


1 involuntarily attributed the Ode on War to 
ſome poor citizen, but good poet, who was 
weary of paying the tenth, and the tenth of the 
| tenth, and of ſeeing his miſerable hut ravaged. 
5 No ſuch thing ! It is by the king who began 
| the ſquabble ; he who, with arms in hand, has 
| gained a province, and five battles, 
| Your majeſty writes fine verſes, but you laugh 
= at mankind. Who knows whether you do not 
> | think-as you Tay, when you write? Humanity 
| may perhaps hold converſe with you in that 


* Who in his cloſet thinks to diſturb the world; the art- 
ful ſeducer of his own ſubjefts; the dangerous corrupter of 
pringes and of kings, &c. 

5 very 
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very cabinet in which Policy and Fame have 
ligned orders for the afſembling of armies. To- 
day we are animated by the paſſions of the hero; 
to-morrow we reaſon like philoſophers. This 
is all very conſiſtent, according as the wheels of 
the thinking machine happen to be wound up, 
I can aſſure your majeſty, you are yourſelf a 
proof to me of what you deigned to write to 
me, ten years ago, on the dodrine of freedom 
and neceſſity, | 

I not long fince again read this Mon Eſſay. 
It made me tremble; and the more I think on 
it the more I find myſelf of your majeſty's opi- 
nion. I wiſhed very much we ſhould be free, 
and I did every thing in my power to believe 
the doctrine. Experience and reaſon have con- 
vinced me that we are only machines ; formed 
to go for a certain time, as it ſhall pleaſe God. 
Thank nature for the manner in which your ma- 
chine is made : for my part, I thank her for 
having wound it up ſo as to write the Epiſtle to 
Hermotimus. 

Le vainqueur de P Afie, en ſubjuguant cent roit 
Dans le rapide cours de ſes brillant exploits, © 
Eflimait Ariſtote, et meditait ſon livre; 
 Heurmux fi ſa raiſon, plus docile à le ſuiure, 
Riprimant un courroux trop fatal à Clitus, 


Neft, par es meurtre affreux, obſcurci ſes vertus ! 
yOL. vii. Y Man | 
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5 | Mais ce mime Alexandre, appaiſant ſa furie, 
ES CARY Cues J6 pak *. 


% 


No one in F. rance has written better verſe 


than theſe ; ; and there are many in this Epiſtle 
of equal force, perſpicacity, and elegance. Per- 
| haps your majeſty has by this time read Catalina. 
You will ſee whether our academicians write as 
well as yourſelf. 

Many thanks, ſire, for * in your Ode on 
your academy, deigned to employ, in the conclu- 
ſion of the ſtrophe, the three ſhort lines of three 


feet; a meaſure which I imagined, and which 


I only had uſed. By embelliſhing it, you have 


given it ſanction. I know but few meaſures that 
are more harmonious ; nor are there many ears 
capable of ſuch delicacies. Thoſe of your half. 
blind mathematician, whom your majeſty men- 
tions, certainly are not ꝓ. We, the adepts, wha 
underſtand each other, arefew in number; the reſt 


*The conqueror of Aſia, ſubjecting a hundred kings in his 
ſplendid courſe, eſteemed Ariſtotle, and meditated on his book. 
Happy had he been had his more gentle reaſon followed its doc- 
trines, and repreſſed his too fatal wrath againſt Clitus ; he then 
had not dimmed his yirtues by ſo hateful a murder. Yet this 


ſame Alexander, calming his fury, ſpared the ane of 


Pindar, in favour of the poet. 
+ This half- blind mathematician was 1 Euler, ks 


was one of the greateſt men of the age, though but ill ac- 
quainted with Freuch poetry. 


- * 
- 
ba. | — „ 


are 


ſemble at your court. 
5 — ah 8 
L ET T ER ccxyn. 
From the King. | 
| February 22, 1747; 
Im ND you did not write your Semira- 


mis for Paris. Men do not labour carefully to 
produce a tragedy, and ſuffer it to remain locked 


up in obſcurity. I gueſs your meaning. Con- 


feſs; you have written this piece for our theatre 
of Berlin. This is certainly a compliment which 
you have paid me, and which your diſcretion or 


your modeſty will not permit you to avow. In 
this ſenſe I return you my thanks; and wait 


for, that I may applaud, the piece : though we 


may boldly applaud, without having ſeen your 


writings. It is extreme injuſtice on the part of 


the public, or rather in the intrigues of cabal, to 


rob you of the praiſes which you merit. 


I find you are determined to write hiſtory. 
Well, ſince ſo it muſt be, follow this unnatural 


impulſe, which I ſhall no longer oppoſe. 


The work on which I am buſied is neither in 


the ſtyle of memoirs nor of commentaries; I 


am not my own hero; it is fatuity in any man 


1 2 to 


CORRESPONDENCE 3323 
are the profane. All the initiated ought to aſ- 
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to think himſelf a being ſo remarkable that the 
world ought to be circumſtantially informed of 
all that relates to his individual perſon. I paint 
the changes that have happened in Europe, at 
large; and apply myſelf to ſketch out whatever 
may be remarkable, or ridiculous and contradic- . 
tory, in the conduct of thoſe by whom Europe is 
governed. I have given an abſtract of the moſt 
important negociations, and the moſt memora- 
ble deeds of war. I have ſeaſoned the narra- 
tive. with reflections on the cauſes of events, 
and on the different effe&s of which a like cauſe 
is productive, when it happens in other Rebe 
or among other nations. 

The details of war which you diſdain, are no 
doubt thoſe long journals which contain a dull 
enumeration of a thouſand minute trifles; and 
in this you are right, We ought however to 
diſtinguiſh between the materials, and the capa- 

city of thoſe by whom they are generally em- 
ployed. Were we to read a deſcription of Paris, 
in which the author ſhould amuſe himſelf by 
giving the exact dimenſions of every houſe in 
that immenſe city, and in which he ſhould not 
omit the plan of the vileſt brothel, the author 
and his book would be. condemned to univerſal 
laughter ; but we ſhould not therefore ſay Paris 
is a dull city, It is my opinion that the great 
"od deeds 
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deeds of war, written conciſely and with truth, 
ſo as to develop the reaſons of the leader of an 
army in his actions, and as it were to expoſe the 
ſoul of his operations—I repeat, ſuch memoirs 
could not but be inſtructive to all thoſe who ad- 
dict themſelves to the profeſſion of arms. They 
are like leſſons given by an afatomiſt to a ſta- 
tuary, by which the latter is taught what are the 
contractions of the muſcles of the human body 
when in motion. All arts have their examples 
and their precepts; why ſhould not war, by 
which we defend our country, and ſave nations 
from approaching ruin, not have them likewiſe? 
Should you continue to write on the late war, 

it will become me to cede the field of battle to 
you. Neither is my work written for the pub- 
lic. I have had very ſerious thoughts of dying, 
for I have been ſlightly attacked by an apoplexy : 
my conſtitution and age reſtored me to life. 
Had I deſcended to the ſhades, I ſhould have 
watched Lucretius and Virgil, till the moment 
when I ſhould have ſeen you arrive; for your 
place in Elyfium muſt be that of being ſeated 
between thoſe two gentlemen. Not but I am 
better pleaſed to appoint a rendezvous with you 
in this world; my curioſity concerning infini- 
tude, and the principles of things, is not ſuffi- 
mA great to induce me to haſten the } Journey, 
Y3 Tou | 
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Tou lead me to hope I ſhall ſee you again: 
but I will not flatter myſelf with the ſuppoſition, 
till J actually behold you; for I have no great 


confidence in this journey. You _ however 
expect a kind welcome. 


an are, Tone you ſtill ; 
Kind is my heart, nor ſtubborn is my will. 


The duke de Richelieu has ſeen dauphins, 
feſtivals, ceremonies, and fools : ſuch is the lot 
of an ambaſſador. I have ſeen the little Paul- 
my, who is as affable as he is amiable and witty. 
Our wits robbed his portmanteau before he de- 
parted. He was obliged to leave us a charming 
comedy, which has been ſucceſsful in repreſen- 
tation. He muſt at preſent be at Paris, and I 
beg you to give my compliments to him : tell 
him he will continually be remembered * 
as one of the moſt amiable of men. 

You lent your Maid of Orleans to the ducheſs 
of Wirtemberg; and ſhe, be it known to you, 
cauſed it to be copied during the night. Such 
are the people in whom you confide; yet thoſe 
who moſt merit your confidence, or rather to 
whom you ought totally to abandon yourſelf, 
are the very people of whom you are ſuſpicious. 

Adieu. May nature grant you the ſtrength 
neceflary to come to this country; and may ſhe 

5 ſtill 


— 
* * 
* 
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LETTER CCXVII. 


/ 


From M. de Voltaire. 


45 


ftill preſerve you many years, for the ornament 
of letters, and the honour of the human mind ! 


ä ach, 1745 


THE ſpianing fiſters, call'd the Fates, 
As he who told this tale relates, 
Hearing the damn'd, that daily came, 
Recount ftrange ſtories of your fame, 
Your verſe, your vict'ries, and your laws, 
Your conqu”ring arm which earth o'erawes, 
And all the acts you had achiev'd, 
Of kings the oldeſt you believ'd. 

O' er all they hear the Parcz pore, 
Then ftraight from black Cocytan ſhore 
The haggard eldeſt, Atropos, 
Of hateful beldams moſt moroſe, 
By Time attended, they depute 
Their dire beheſts to execute. | 
Grey hair, ſhrunk ſhanks, a wrinkled face, 
A treble voice, a tott'ring pace, 
A. ſapleſs trunk, a doting mind, 
The witch concluded ſhe ſhould find. 

She came, ſhe ſaw, amaz'd ſhe ſtood ! 
Your florid vig*rous health ſhe view'd ; 


Your flowing locks, your manhood prime, 


Impair'd ?=Oh no! Improv'd by time; 
14 


Your 
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Tour face (on which her looks were bent) 
That teem'd with ſoul and ſentiment ; ; 
| Your ſword, your ſtill more potent lyre, 
Your eyes that genius flaſh'd and fire; 
‚ Aye, moſt your eyes, i in which ſhe read 
All there t! admire, and all to dread! 
She view'd, and, . bleſt event! ſhe thought 
How Orpheus ſung, Alcides fought ; 
Remember'd how, in luckleſs hour, 
The heroes each deſied her pow'r: ; 
Yes, ſingly Ehen what might be done 
By both the champions met in one? 
The fearful image having ſcann'd, 
Her baneful ſheers forſook her hand ; 
Once more ſhe ſought the ſhades of night, 
Tow'rd hell once more ſhe took her flight. 
She finds her ſiſters, tells her tale; 
They liſten, wonder, and bewail 
Their baffled pow'r ; deep thoughts revolye 
In each, and ſoon they all reſolve 


| | With ſkill profound a web to weave, 
£4 And thus their credit loſt retrieve ; | . 
| A golden tiſſue to beſtow, 

To gain a friend they fear d to think a foe *. 


1 really, 


* have occaſionally heightened the colowing, and given 

2 new turn to the concluſion, of this poem. Voltaire adds a 

dozen lines, in which he weaves another web, of the ſame ſtuff, 

for the feeble and effeminate Louis XV.. To this he was in- 

duced by his ſituation at the French court; and excuſed, 

| though ſcarcely juſtified, by the victories of France in Flan- 
„ ders. Though panegyric, the poem is beautifully animated : 
1 and I could not prevail on myſelf to ſpoil the picture, by i in- 


oa» * * 
: 9 
Na. A . * 
N : bs 
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I really, fire, ſhould not turn ſuch trifles into 
rhyme, and ſhould be the very reyerſe of jocu- 
lar, had not your letter by cheering me inſpired 
mirth. Fame, who ever keeps a hundred open 
mouths, and who opens a thouſand when ſhe 
ſpeaks of you, had reported here that your ma- 
jeſty was at the laſt extremity, and that there were 
very little hopes. This bad news, fire, would 
haye given you great pleaſyre, had you ſeen the 
manner in which it was received. All was con- 
ſternation, and you could not have been more 
regretted in your own kingdom, You would 
have enjoyed your whole glory; you would have 
ſeen the effet which unexampled merit may 
produce on an affectionate people. You would 
have felt all the ſweets of being beloved by a 
nation which, in deſpite of its defects, is perhaps 
the only diſpenſer of renown. The. Engliſh 
praiſe none but the Engliſh; the Italians are non- 
entities; the Spaniards have no longer any heroes, 


troducing an extraneous and mean addition. However here 
add a literal tranſlation of the lines I have omitted in the text. 
They woye another ſplendid, golden, and immortal web, 
“for Louis; for you both are friends; you both take cities; 
* you both win battles, fighting againſt the ſame enemies ; 
& you reign over ſubmiſſive hearts, one at Berlin, the other 
© at Verſailles; both ſhall one day But I forbear; it is eaſy 
e to diſpleaſe when we ſay too much. To compare two living 
# heroes, is no trifling taſk,” T. 


nar 
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nor have they any writers; the monades of Leib. 
nitz, and pre-eſtabliſhed harmony, will never 
immortalize any great men in Germany. You 
know, fire, I am hot prejudiced in favour of 
my country; but I can venture to aſſure you 
it is the only country which erects monuments 
to the fame of great men who are not its own 
ſons. fs e e e 

For my own part, fire, your danger made me 
ſhudder, and coſt me many tears. It was M. de 
Paulmy who informed me that your majeſty was 
in good health, and reſtored joy to my heart. 

1 am tempted to believe the pills of Stahl 
might do good to the king of Pruſſia. They 
were invented at Berlin, and have. lately almoſt 
cured me. If they have in part patched up my 
feeble frame, what would they not effect on the 
conſtitution of a hero ? 


S: 6 


70 


Ah. — . — Rs * „„ 


L E T T E R CCXIX. 


From the King, 
April 24, 1747« 


TEE SF ſhores of Cocytus you really deſcribe 
In language ſo liyely, of Fates the whole tribe 
You give ſuch a picture, and tempt me ſo much, 


By exch bold ſweeping ſtroke and each delicate touch, 
| | That 
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That I'd take a trip thither, and pay my reſpe& te 

Sir Cerb'rus the mild, and ſweet madam Alecto, 

Did I not remember, ſo dang'rous the track, 

That I never yet met with one ſoul who came back. 

To be wreck'd in an old crazy boat, I muſt own, 

With a pilot ſo gruff, on a coaſt ſo unknown, 
Were ſo odd, that I'll put off the journey, through fear, 
For a week—or a month —or perhaps for a year. 
Miſs Fiction in peaceful poſſeſſion I leave 
Of her kingdom, in in which ſhe may young ſouls receive, 
Her ſubje&s I doubt want politeneſs and breeding; 
Unſubſtantial I hear is their manner of feeding. 

In ſhort, I make over my lands and poſſeſſions | 
To ſaints, who have claims from their pray*rs, and — 
Their faith, and their hope, and their waſhing, and oiling, 
To which they re induc'd by the fear of parboiling : 

So ſhould any one be diſpatch'd by the gout, 
And, being anointed, prepare to ſet out, 
Let him come but to me, and I'll freely reſign 

All the rights and the diſtricts that might have been mineg 

Or ſhould ſome bluff ecclefiaſtical giant, 
A doctor, in argument not over pliant, 

A wizard, whoſe whiff can hoſt infidel kill, 
' Who can conjure up Beelzebub with a gooſe quill, 

Who profeſſes contempt for the witty and wiſe, + 

Who has taken a lodging up ſtairs in the ſkies, 

Who hereafter will gormandize heavenly dew, 

But who now ſtays his ſtomach with earthly ragout z 
Should he wiſh for ſtill more of ethereal tuff, 

For doors but ſeldom ſuppoſe they ve enough 

Let me but enjoy what on earth may be found, 
He ſhall there have my chattels, goods, cattle, and ground, 

Contemning ſuch madmen, I ſeek to be pleas'd ; 
And, when by the demon of poetry teiz'd, a 
O 
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Of the ſtreams of Parnaſſus I ſip with delight; 


That is, I take pen, ink, and paper—and write. 


But Youth *s on the wane, and impertinent Age 
Is beginning to give me the looks of a ſage ; 
Suppoſing it granted, as grim-beards have taught, 
That wrinkles are always ſure figns of deep thought, 
Adieu, gentle Pleaſures ! Bright Fancy, adieu! 
Farcwel to thy whims and thy mad merry crew l 
For Wiſdom, I'm told, in her precepts ſevere, 
Muſt always like Cato look grave and auſtere, 
Farewel to the Muſe too, who, what though a maidy 
Of heaven itſelf, nay of hell, not afraid, 
Will rap out an oath with ineffable grace, 
Nor bluſh though dame Reaſon fare up in her face, 
To thy biforked hill, ch Parnaſſus, farewel ! | 
For there I'm no longer permitted to dwell : 
But ah! Bleſt refle&ion ! though gone, I leave there 
Thy fav rite, defender, and monarch, Voltaire, 


I retura you a little copper for the pure gold 
which you ſent me, Nothing certainly can be 
ſuperior to your verſes : I have feen ſome ad- 
drefled by you to Algarotti, which are charm- 


ing; but thoſe which you have written for me 


are ſtill better. 

Semiramis arrived at the ſame time, full of 
grand deſcriptive beauties, and noble paſſages, 
which confirm me in the decided taſte I have 
for your works. I know not however whether the 
ſpectres and ghoſts which you have introduced, 
jn this piece, will impart all that pathos to it 
that you expect. The ſpirit of the eighteenth 

$earury 
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century is inclined to the marvellous, when in 
recital ; but there is ſome danger in putting it 
in action. I doubt whether the ſhade of the 
great Ninus will make proſelytes. Thoſe who 
ſcarcely believe there is a God muſt laugh, when 
they ſee demons acting their part on the ſtage. 

I perhaps am too adventurous in expoſing my 
doubts, on a ſubject of which I am no competent 
judge. Were it ſome manifeſto, ſome alliance, 
or ſome treaty of peace, perhaps I might reaſon 
more at my eaſe, and prattle politics, by which 
the knavery of men 1s Ny burleſqued into 
beroiſm. 

I am at preſent deep in hiſtory, I ſtudy and 
write it, yet am more curious to read the hiſto- 
ries of others than to conclude my own. ' 

I am better at preſent. I ſtill preſerve my 
eſteem for you, and am ever diſpoſed to receive 

you with eagerneſs. 
Adieu. h 
| | FREDERIC, 


Let me beg you to pay my compliments te 
madame du Chatelet, and to thank her for the 
part ſhe takes in what relates to me. 


LET. 


— — — 2 2 


i 
= 
1 
1 
x 
+ 
1 
4 : 
j | 
; | 
4 
N : 
3 
1:1 
_ 
44 


334 POSTHUMOUS WORKS, - 


— 


Tron the King. 


Potſdam Worenber a9, 1748. 


1 Abend diſdainful of the rein, 


To curb thee all attempts are vain 


Begone then, Muſe, and plead thy cauſe 
In critic court; from critic laws 


Thy ſentence hear; thy wares diſplay ; 


Thy pack of portraits ſtraight convey 


To Homer, living now in Gaul ; 

Thy ſtrange exploits, recount them all! 

Go, croaking fly on raven wing, 

Provoke the nightingale to ſing. 
Goſſip, no airs ; once more, begone ! 

What errand ? Oh—T know thou 'ſt none 

Except the fife diſcordant may 

Excite the trumpet's warlike lay. 
Away! Depoſe thy cumbrous load 

Of dull Epiſtle, Tale, and Ode, | 

With ev'ry looſe and idle chime 

That has disfigur'd thought for rhyme, 


Of blabbing, huſſey, too beware l. 
Mind! Not a word of whoſe they are! 


Before thy fov'reign liege, Voltaire, | 


— 


Voltaire, ſaid I, 


Such is the manner in which J have ſpoken 
to my muſe, or to my mind; to which I added 
ſome further reflections. 
unhappy; a bookſeller, covetous of his works, 


15 


or 
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or ſome familiar editor, may happen to ſteal his 
box; you, my verſes, will have the misfortune to 
be there, and in your own deſpite will be obliged . 
to make your appearance in the world. 

Feeling however that this reflection was the 
offspring of vanity, I opined for the departure of 
the verſes; having diſcovered in reality that 
ſuch laborious works, inſtead of being locked 
up in your box, might better ſerve to light the 
pipes of king Staniſlaus. Let them be burnt; 
it is the beſt death they can expect. A- propos 
of king Staniſlaus, who I think leads a moſt 
happy life : report ſays he fumigates madame 
du Chatelet, and the gentleman in ordinary of 
the chamber of Louis XV.; or, in other words, 
that he cannot live without you both. This 
is reaſonable ; this is as it ſhould be. How dif- 
ferent is the deſtiny of men ! While Staniſlaus 
is in full enjoyment of every pleaſure, I; a poor 
madman, perhaps accurſed of God, am rhym- 
ing! | . 5 

Paſs we to ſubjects more grave. Do you 
know that I am very ſeriouſly angry with you? 
How can I poſſibly be otherwiſe ? For— 


*Mong all the wits which France can boaſt, 
Of his who merits fame the moſt | 
A year is paſt, I mean an age, 

Since verſe or proſe I've ſeen a page. | 
| At 
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At Babylon, tis ſo complain'd, 
Semiramis holds him enchain'd. 
But ought this new Tiſiphone 
To make him quit the world, and me ? 
Perhaps of Louis now he writes, 
And all his mighty deeds tecites ? 
Tells how the haughty Meuſe deplores 
\ Her conquer'd towns, inſulted ſhores. 
What then? Since genius can unbend, 
And wiſdom can with trifles blend, 
Bay, why this ſilence with a friend? 
That Charon had (twas Envy's boaſt) 
Laid violent hands upon his ghoſt, 
Was ſaid indeed, to take it where 
The wiſe and fooliſh equal are 
And whence ne'er yet did ghoſt eſcape, 
J 0 truly ſhew the world its ſhape. 
But Rumour could not long conceal 
Voltaire was gone to Luneville, 
Nay, Rumour ſays much more than I | 
Can recolle& ; yet let me try 
She ſays two monarchs pay him court: 
The one à king without ſupport, . 
Without a kingdom; but the other 
Can kingdoms give to ſon or brother. 
Theſe kings I'd join, and add my name, 
Could that add aught to Voltaire's fame! 
But Modeſty forbids the thought; 
God Senſe has wiſer maxims taught. 


Notwithſtanding this ſilence, I will endeavour 
at this diſtance to excite your ardor to continue 


your labours. I will not ſay “ Valorous ſon 
3 cc of 
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6 « of Telamon, rouſe up your courage, now 
© when all the leaders your brave companions 
te are diſabled, and the fate of Greece depends 
tc upon your arm ;” but I will fay=Finiſh your 
Hiſtory of Louis the Great; and, having be- 
ſtowed a Virgil on France, to this glory add 
that of beſtowing an Arioſto. 

Public report has put me into an i hu- 
mour. I cannot but think that, not being at 
Paris, you would be quite as well at Berlin as 
at Luneville. If it be poſſible to enter into 
terms with madame du Chatelet, I propoſe to 
borrow her Voltaire on hire. We have a huge 
mathematical cyclops “, whom we will barter 
with her for the wit. But let her determine 
quickly. Should ſhe confent to the exchange, 
there is no time to be loſt, Our man has but 
one eye; and a prodigious curve, which he is 
calculating at preſent, may make him totally 

blind, before the bargain may be concluded. 
Let me know her anſwer; and at the ſame 
time kindly accept the profound ſalutations 
which my Muſe pays to your puiſſant Genius. 


Adieu. 
FRED ERIC. 


* M. Euler. T. 


vol. Vit. z | LET. 
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e. 
From the King. 


Potſdam, February 13, 1749. 


I HAVE received two of your letters at 
once with pleaſure, Confeſs that the huge packet 
of verſes, which I ſent you, appeared to you 
to be very ridiculous. It ſeemed to me as if 
Therſites were to challenge Achilles to the field. 
] hoped that to your letters would be added a 
criticiſm on my pieces, as was your former cuſ- 
tom, when I was an inhabitant of Remuſberg, 
where poor Kayſerling, whom I do and ever 
ſhall regret, admired you. But Voltaire, be- 
come a courtier, can afford nothing but praiſe. 
This trade I allow is the leaſt dangerous. Do 
not however imagine that my poetic fame was 
offended by your corrections. I am not ſo 
fooliſh as to preſume that a Gertnan may write 


good French Poetry. 


W PPP ee 

The candid critic is the beſt of friends. 

By ſelf- love hoodwink'd, fault we none can find, 
Till with her flambeau Truth illume our mind: 
And often does the pouring flood of light 

With ſudden blaze offend our feeble fight. ' 

But ſoon th' expanding powers new truths explore, 


Support the day, and darkneſs ſeek no more, 5 
- e 
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Be kind enough not to ſpare me. I feel I 
might do better, but ſhew me how. 

Do you not think that to write poetry well 
1s a progreſs toward the writing well in proſe ? 
Will not the ſtyle become more energetic ; eſ- 
pecially if care be taken not to overload proſe 
with epithets, periphraſis, and poetic turns? 

I delight much in philoſophy and poetry. 
When I ſay philoſophy, I do not by that un- 
derſtand either mathematics or metaphyſics. 
The firſt, though ſublime, is not for common 
intercourſe; I abandon it to ſome poring Eng- 
liſhman : let him govern the heavens as he ſhall 
pleaſe; I confine myſelf to the planet of which I 
am an inhabitant. As for metaphyſics, as you 
have well ſaid, they are air bubbles. When we 
are adventurous enough to travel into metaphy- 
ſical countries, we wander among precipices and 


oulphs. I am perſuaded Nature never intended 


we ſhould divine her ſecrets, but that we ſhould 
co-operate in the plan which it was her inten- 
tion to execute. Let us make the moſt of life ; 
nor once trouble ourſelves whether we are 
induced to act by reſiſtleſs impulſe, or by con- 


ſcious freedom. 


Did 1 however dare to venture my opinion 
on this ſubject, it ſeems to me that we are de- 
termined by our paſſions, and by preſent cir- 

Z 2 cumſtances. 
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cumſtances. Should you wiſh to aſcend to firſt 
cauſes, I know not what concluſions may be 
drawn. I know very well it is my will which 
makes me write rhymes, good or ill; but I 
know not whether any foreign impulſe may act 
upon my will: I only know that I ought to be 
angry with it, for not having better inſpired me. 

Do not be aſtoniſhed at my Ode on War *, I 
aſſure you it contains my real ſentiments. Diſ- 
tinguiſh between the ſtateſman, and the philoſo- 
pher : know that we may make war from rea- 
ſon, may a& the politician from duty, and in 
inclination be. ſtill philoſophers. Men are ſel- 
dom ſtationed according to their choice in the 
world; this is the reaſon why we ſee ſo many 
bad coblers, bad prieſts, bad miniſters, , and bad 
e 


II all things on earth were well manag'd, I ween, 
There would ſoon be a wonderful change in the ſcene. 
Your archbiſhop, properly knowing his place, 
Might wait on his curate, transform'd to his grace: 

Your gen'ral and drummer their titles might barter ; | 
And your ſhepherd, then ſtateſman, wear ribband or garter. 
Your eunuch, a hero, diſdain might to ſing; 

Your king might turn cobler, your cobler turn king. 


* 'This Letter is evidently in anſwer to Letter CCXVI. 
which is dated January 1747. One of them is therefore miſ- 
placed, but I know not which. 'The Catiline of Crebillon, 
which is there mentioned, was firſt played in 1748. T. 


CORRESPONDENCE 341 


In error the world will for ever be nurs'd, 

And the laſt man as ſelfiſh remain as the firſt. 
Then let us not fear where 's the fool but can tell, 
If not how he 's ill plac'd, at leaſt how he 's well ? 


A- propos of poetry: you aſk what I think of 
the tragedy of Crebillon, I admire the author 


of Rhadamiſtus, of Electra, and of Semiramis, 
which are perfect in beauty. The Catiline of 
Crebillon appears to me the Attila of Corneille; 
with this difference, that the modern is highly 
ſuperior to his predeceſſor in his verſification. 
Crebillon ſeems too much to have disfigured a 
part of the Roman hiſtory, the leaſt circum- 
ſtances of which are known. Throughout his 
ſubject, Crebillon has preſerved only the cha- 
racter of Catiline. Cicero, Cato, the Roman 
republic, and the very plan of the piece, are all 
ſo much altered, and even degraded, that we are N 
unacquainted with any thing there except the 
names. Crebillon for this reaſon has failed to 
Intereſt his auditors, Catiline is a mad raſcal, 
whom we wiſh to fee puniſhed ; and the ſenate 
a collection of knaves, for whom we are very 
little intereſted, Rome ought to be painted 
with ſublimity ; and the ſupporters of liberty 
ſhould be ſhewn equally generous, ſage, and vir- 
tuous. The ſpectators would then become Ro- 


man citizens, and with Cicero would have trem- 
2 3 bled 
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bled at the audacious enterprizes of Catiline. 
There is beſide no paſſage in which the plan of 
the conſpiracy is clearly explained: we are ig- 
norant of what is the true deſign of Catiline; his 

conduct ſeems to me to be that of a drunken 
man. You muſt have further remarked that 
the interlocutors vary at every ſcene : it ſhould 
ſeem that they only come thither that Catiline 
may change the ſubje& of the dialogue. Len- 
tulus and the ambaſſadors of the Gauls, who are 
uſeleſs characters, and not even epiſodical, might 
be omitted without any alteration, The fourth 
act is the worſt ; it is nothing but irony : and in 
the fifth act Catiline comes to kill himſelf in the 
temple, becauſe the author wanted to conclude, 
There is no good reaſon which brings him thi- 
ther; and it ſeems he ought rather to have de- 

parted from Rome, as Catiline effectively did. 

IT ) be beauties of eloquence, and the character 
of Catiline, are the only things that ſupport the 
piece on the French theatre. Thus, for exam- 
ple, when Catiline is in love, his love, as that of 
a conſpirator ought to be, is full of ambition: 


C' Pouvrage des ſens, non le faible de Pame *. 
How much energy is there in the rapid 
ſketches of the characters of Cicero and Cato! 
* It is the work of the ſenſes, not the weakneſs of the ſoul. 
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Timide, ſoupgonneux, et prodigue de plaintet, Qc. % 

In a word, the piece ſeems to me to be a dia- 
logue divinely verſified. Remember, however, 
that to criticize is eaſy, but that to write is diffi- 
cult. 

I did not jmagine I ſhould ſee you before this 
ſummer, Should it ſo happen that you were to 
make a tour hither in the month of July, you 
would give me great pleaſure. I promiſe you 
the reading of an epic poem, of about four thou- 
ſand lines, of which Valori is the hero. Na- 
thing is wanting but that ſervant girl who kin- 
dled thoſe ſeditious fires in your boſom, which 
her modeſty ſo efficaciouſly repreſſed. I even 
promiſe you more complaiſant beauties. Come 
without teeth, without eyes, or legs, if you can- 
not come otherwiſe : provided that ſomething 
which teaches you to think, and inſpires you 
with thoughts ſo divine, do but accompany you, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. 

I ſhall willingly accept the fragments of the 
campaigns of Louis XV. ; but I ſhould receive 
more ſatisfaction were I to ſee the concluſion of 
the Age of Louis XIV. You finiſh nothing; and 
this work alone would acquire fame ſufficient for 
any man. You are the only French poet; and 


* Timid, ſuſpicious, and prodigal of complaint, &c. 
— Ho 2.4 none 
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none but Voltaire and Monteſquieu can write 
in proſe. Should you divorce yourſelf from the 
Muſes, who ſhall hereafter be permitted to write? 


8 Or, rather, who will be able to ſupport the read- 


ing of a modern work ? 

Do not therefore pout with the public : do 
not imitate the God of Abraham, Iſaac, and Ja- 
cob, who puniſhes the crimes of the father on 
the children, to the fourth generation. The 
perſecution of envy is a tribute which merit 
pays to the vulgar. Although wretched authors 
cabal againſt you, imagine not that nations or 
poſterity can be their dupes. In deſpite of the 
lapſe of ages, we ſtill admire the maſterpieces of 
Athens and Rome. The cries of Zſchines have 
not obſcured the fame of Demoſthenes ; and, 
let Lucan ſay what he will, Cæſar paſſes and 
will paſs for one of the greateſt men the world 
ever ſaw. I will pledge myſelf you ſhall be a 
god after your death. Do not however be in 
haſte to deify yourſelf : be ſatisfied with having 
your apotheoſis in your pocket, and with be- 
ing eſteemed by all who are ſuperior to envy 
and prejudice ; of the number of whom I en- 
on you to ſuppoſe me. 


LE T- 
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* IL EAN TEN ccm. 


Potſdam, March 5, 1749. 


Tr E pills for which you have aſked are 
ſufficient for the purgation of all France, and 
enough to kill your three academies. Do not ima- 
gine ſuch pills to be ſugar plums, for you may 
happen to be undeceived. I have ordered D'Ar- 
gens to ſend you ſome of theſe pills, which have 
acquired ſo much fame in France, and which the 
late Stahl cauſed to be manufactured by his 
coachman. They are uſed by nobody here, 
except by pregnant women. You are really a 
fingular being, to aſk phyſic from me, who have 
always been an infidel in what relates to medi- 

eine. | 


So credulous! What you! In quacks confide, 
Who gild the pill the poiſon but to hide ? 

Take one ſtep more, and I make little doabt 

But you'll ſing maſs, with twang and voice devout. 


Exert yourſelf to effe& your own cure, There 
is no real good in this world, except health; and 
it is of ſmall conſequence whether you recover 
this health by pills, clyſters, or ſenna, The 


_ 
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means are indifferent, provided 1 1 but once 
more have the pleaſure of hearing you; for a 


ſight of you is no longer poffible ; you cannot at 
preſent but be totally inviſible. 


In full defiance of the whole Sorbonne, 
This ſentiment had all my credence won 
- 6 That man was matter; doom'd to vivify 
« By motion; born to vegetate and die.” 
The crude decried opinion now I blame; 
| A nobler origin you juſtly claim: 
I did but burrow earthward, like the mole ; 
Voltaire is not all body, but all ſoul, 


I ſend you another epiſtle, which contains the 
apology of thoſe poor kings who are the ſubje& 
of univerſal cenſure, while their pretended good 
fortune is the continual topic of envy. I have 
three works which I will ſend you in ſucceſſion. 
| Rhyming is my recreation, Though I may fin 
againſt elocution, you will at leaſt find ideas; 
and not that fine paralogiſm, that whipped 
cream, which abounds in words, void of thought. 
None but you, who are the Virgils and Horaces 
of France, are fated to employ a happy choice 
of harmonious words, and that variety of turn 
which naturally paſſes from the ſerious to the 
pleaſant; or from the flowers of eloquence to 


produce the fruits of good ſenſe. 
We foreigners, who do not give up our claims 
— ta 


— 
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to reaſon, are nevertheleſs ſenſible that we never 
can attain that elegance and purity which- the 
rigorous laws of French poetry demand, - Such 
a ſtudy requires the whole man. I am diſturbed 
by a thouſand duties, a thouſand occupations. 
I am a galley ſlave, chained to the ſtate oar; 
or a pilot, who dares not quit the helm, nor 
ſlumber, leſt he ſhould undergo the fate of the 
unfortunate Palinurus. The Muſes demand re- 
tirement, and a total ſerenity of mind, which I 
ſcarcely ever can enjoy. Often am I interrupt- 
ed, after having written three lines; my Muſe 
cools, and my mind does not eafily recover its 
ardour and elaſticity, ; | | 

| There are certain privileged perſons who 
write poetry in the tumult of courts as eaſily as 
in the retreats of Cirey ; in the dungeons of the 
Baſtille, or on the travelling matraſs. I have 
not the honour to be one of theſe. My ſoul re- 
ſembles the ananas, that flouriſhes in the hot- 
| houſe, but that periſhes in the open air. 

Adieu. Take as much phyſic as you pleaſe, 
but do not deceive my hopes; come to ſee me. 
I promiſe you a new wreath of our moſt beauti- 
ful laurel, a young virgin for your own uſe, and 
rhymes in your praiſe, | 


LET. 
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L E T T E R ccxxin. 


From the King. 


8 | | April, 1749, 
IN profe well turn'd, and delicate, 
Politely yot infinuate | 

I'm an automaton at beſt. 

Yet ſad Electra claims my tears; 

Alive am I to friendſhip's fears ; 

Though I'm unmov'd by ghoſt heroic : 

Tf theſe are proofs, then I'm a ſtoic, 


Your cardinal Quirini is well worthy of the 
ages of ghoſts and witchcraft, You know your 
men. You addreſſed him properly when you 
told him that, all good catholics being obliged 
to believe in miracles, the pit was in conſcience 
obliged to tremble in the preſence of the ghoſt 
of Ninus. I will pledge myſelf that the libra- 
rian of his holineſs will very much approve this 
orthodox doctrine. ä 
For my own part, being no better than an ac- 
curſed heretic, you will allow me to be of a dif- 
ferent opinion, and ingenuouſly to tell you what 
I think of your tragedy. Whatever artifice you 
may employ to conceal the plot of Semiramis, 


it nevertheleſs depends on the ghoſt of Ninus. 
6 This 
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This ghoſt it is that inſpires the parricide widow 
with all the devouring pangs of remorſe. - This 
ghoſt gallantly permits his widow to take a ſe- 
cond huſband. This ghoſt, from the depths of 
the grave, groans in the ears of his ſon: nay, he 
does more ; he perſonally comes to terrify the 
council of the queen, and to aſtoniſh the city of 
Babylon. In fine, he arms his ſon with a dag- 
ger, with which Ninius aſſaſſinates his mother. 

It is ſo true that the plot of your play depends 
wholly on the defunct Ninus that, were it not 
for the dreams and different appearances of this 
wandering ſpirit, the piece could not proceed. 
Were I to chooſe a part in the tragedy, it ſnould 
be that of the ghoſt: he does OY thing. Such 
is the dictum of criticiſm, 

Admiration adds, with equal fincerity, that 
the characters are wonderfully well ſuſtained ; 
that truth ſpeaks with the lips of your actors; 
and that the connection of the ſcenes is effected 
with great art. Semiramis inſpires terror min- 
gled with pity. The ferocious and artful Aſſur 
forms an admirable contraſt with the proud and 
generous. Ninius. The firſt is deteſted, for 
which reaſon he is unnoticed in the cataſtrophe; 
for to have brought him forward would have 
produced no effect. We are intereſted in be- 
half of Ninius, but we are aſtoniſhed at the man- 

ner 
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ner in which he kills his mother. This is the 
moment when it is neceſſary that the illuſion on 
the auditor ſhould be the ſtrongeſt, 
Me are ſomewhat vexed to ſee Azema bring 
letters; and that her blunder ſhould be the 
cauſe of the cataſtrophe. 
| The piece is verſified with vigour : the lines 
appear to me beautiful, harmonious, and wor- 
thy of the author of the Henriade. Still I ſhould 
rather prefer to read this tragedy than to ſee it 
performed ; becauſe the ghoſt appears to me 
laughable; and becauſe to laugh would be con- 
trary to the duty which I have rigorouſly pre- 
ſcribed to myſelf ; which is, to weep at tragedy, 
and to * at comedy. 


Ol Plautus and Euripides 
Thought ſuch the only means to pleaſe : 
To rules like theſe 


The manly pit made Folly bow ; 
The pit is ſuperannuated now. 


Shall I add a word, more on tragedy ? The 
flow of the ſtrong paſſions pleaſes me at the the- 
atre. I find a ſecret ſatisfaction, when the au- 
thor has the power to move and to tranſport my 
foul by the force of his illuſions; but my deli- 
cacy is wounded when the heroic feelings forſake 
probability. In the playhouſe, the machinery- 


of * and * is unnatural ; inſtead of af- 
fecting 
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fecting it becomes puerile. Were the option 
mine, I ſhould. prefer leſs of the ſublime, and 
more of the natural. In tragedy, exceſs of ſub- 
limity becomes extravagance. Charles XII. was 
the only man of this age whoſe character was 
theatrical ; but, for the happineſs of mankind, 
men like Charles XII. are rare. There is a 
play called Mariamne, by Triftan, which begins 
with the following line: | 


Fantime injurieus qui troubles mon repos . 

This certainly is not the language of men, 
but apparently that of the inhabitants of the 
moon, What I have ſaid of the verſe ought to 
be applied to the action. In order that a tra- 
gedy ſhould pleaſe me, it is neceſſary the cha- 
racters ſhould diſplay paſſions as they actually 
exiſt in choleric and vindictive men; who 
ought not to be painted as demons, or as an- 
gels, for they are neither; but their lincaments 
ſhould be drawn after nature. 

Pardon this diſcuſſion, my dear Voltaire. I 
prattle to you like the old woman of Moliere, 
and give you a picture of the impreſſions which 
things make on my ignorant mind. 

In the volume which I have juſt received 
from you, I found the eulogium which you have 

* Injurious phantom that troubleſt my repoſe. 


written 
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written upon the officers who - periſhed during 
the-late war. The work 1s worthy of yourſelf, 
and I was ſurpriſed to perceive we bad uninten- 
' tionally ſelected the ſame ſubject. The regret 
which the loſs of ' ſome friends incited in me 
gave birth to the idea of paying, after their death, 
a feeble tribute of gratitude; and I compoſed this 
| ſhort work, in which the heart was more con- 
ſulted than the underſtanding. But it is ſingu- 
lar that mine ſhould be 1n verſe, and that of the 
poet in proſe, Never was the triumph of Ra- 
cine more reſplendent than when he and Pradon 


V rote each a tragedy on the ſame ſubject. I ſee 


how inferior my ſcribbling is to your eulogium: 
your proſe has taught my verſe the beg in 


which it ought to have ſpoken. 
Though of all mortals I am he who leaſt i im- 


portunes the Gods with my prayers, the firſt I 
addreſs to them will be the following : 


Ye who of favours have beſtow'd 

On poets ſo divine a load, Ko 

With one gift more your favours ſwell ; | 
A little truth, ye Gods, oh let them tell! 


Should the Gods deign to hear me, I ſhall next 
year ſee you at Sans-Souci ; and ſhould you be 
diſpoſed to correct bad poetry, you will find 
whom you have to talk to. Yale. 


LE T- 
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vw r e 
| From M. de Voltaire. 


9 | Paris, May 15, 1749+ 
AND am I doom'l to take the pill 
From that dear royal hand that late, 
With ſo much ſcientific ſkill, | 
Bled Auftria, in deſpite of Fate? 


Thanks, fire, for this; and thanks again 
For verſe which, though ſevere, you ſend 
There 's wormwood in each doſe. What then? 


P'l bravely ſwallow both, and mend. 
The God of rhyme, whom you adore 


- Forall the gifts he ſhow'rs on you, TY. 
Old ftories tell us, heretofore | 

Diſcover'd verſe and phyſic too. 42 
In arts of old renown'd was he, 


But war is now his fav'rite theme; 
His, ſince *tis yours: you both agree 
To reign where Mars was thought ſupreme. 


'To make your wit by writing known, 
You deem'd but little; till the ſword 

Had haughty Auſtria taught to own, 
Wit was a thing, and not a word. 


An army and a man of wit ! | 
Combin'd, what can they not achieve? 
For conqueſt fools were never fit; 
Her garlands we for genius weave. 


VOL, VII, Aa I ima» 
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I imagine your majeſty is now at Neiſs, or at 
Glogau, writing ſome good epigrams againſt the 
Ruſſians. I entreat, fire, you will alſo write 
ſome on the month of May, which ſo ill deſerves 
the name of ſpring, and in which we have as 
much cold as in the depth of winter. This month 
of May appears to me to be the emblem of ill- 
acquired fame. | 

Should the pills, with which. your majeſty has 
honoured my decayed frame, reſtore me to ſome 
degree of ſtrength, I ſhall not run after the cham- 
bermaids of M. de Valory. I would not travel 
half a league in ſearch of woman, but would 
again travel a thouſand to pay my court to your 
majeſty. I have however a favour to aſk, which 
you may eaſily grant; and that is, that you would 
be pleaſed to conquer ſome ſouthern provinces, 
auch as Naples and Sicily; or the kingdom of 
Grenada and Andaluſia: for it would be a plea- 
fant thing to live in thoſe countries, the inhabi- 
tants of which are always warm. Your majeſty 
would not fail to viſit them annually, like as you 
do great Glogau; and I ſhould there be a veryaſ- 


+ fiduous courtier. I ſhould converſe with you, in 
proſe and rhyme, under the ſhade of the pomegra- 
nate or the orange tree, and you would reani- 
mate my frozen vein. I ſhould ſcatter flowers 


over the graves of Keyſerling, and the ſucceſſor 
"by 1 


- 
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of La Croze ®, whom your majeſty had ſo hap- 
pily wreſted from the church to attach him to 
- yourſelf; and like them I ſhould wiſh to die in 
your ſervice: for in truth, fire, it is very me- 
lancholy to live ſo long at a diſtance from Fre- 
deric the Great. | | 

ö CCXXV. 


From the King. 
May 16, 1749. 

Yes, this is what may be called writing. 

I love your frankneſs: your criticiſm will afford 


me more inſtruction, in two lines, than I ſhould 


gain from twenty pages of praiſe. 

The verſes which you have thought paſſable 
were thoſe which coſt me the leaſt labour ; but 
when the thought, the cæſura, and the rhyme, 
are inimical to each other, I then verſify ill, and 
am not fortunate in correcting. 

You do not perceive the difficulties I have to 
ſurmount, in order to write a few ftanzas tole- 
rably ; the happy propenſity of nature, and an 
eaſy and fruitful genius, have rendered you a 
poet, without any trouble to yourſelf. I do juſ- 
tice to the inferiority of my talents ; I ſwim on 
the poetic ocean with reeds and bladders under 

„M. Jordan. T. WM 
e my 
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my arms. I do not write ſo well as I think; 
my ideas are often ſtronger than my expreſſions ; 
and, in this ſtate of perplexity, I do the leaſt 
harm I can. I am at preſent ſtudying your cor- 
rections and remarks; for theſe may aid me in 
not being guilty of my former. faults. There 
are ſtill, however, ſo many ſhoals to be avoided, 
chat you alone can ſave me from ſhipwreck. 

Let me entreat you to ſacrifice the two pro- 
miſed months to me: do not be weary of in- 
ſtructing me. If the extreme deſire I have to 
learn, and to ſucceed in an art of which I have 
always been paſſionately fond, can be any re- 
compence for your labour, you will certainly 
have cauſe to be ſatisfied. 

' I love the arts, for the reaſon which Cicero 
gives: and I do not riſe equal to the ſciences, 
becauſe the belles-lettres are uſeful in all ages; 
and becauſe all the algebra on earth cannot 
make us other than fooliſh, when we want abi- 
lities to be any thing elſe. Ten years hence “, 
perhaps, ſociety may draw ſome advantage from 
the curves which the viſionary algebraiſt may have 
laboriouſiy ſquared. I congratulate poſterity by 
anticipation ; but, to own the truth, in all ſuch 
calculations I can diſcover nothing more than 


TO OP 
2 | | ſcientific 
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ſcientific extravagance. Whatever is not agree- 
able or uſeful, is of no worth. With reſpect to 
uſeful things, they are already diſcovered; and, 
as to the agreeable, I hope algebra will not be 
admitted as one of them, by good taſte. 

I will ſend you no more either proſe or verſe. 

I ſuppoſe you will be here at the beginning of 
July; and I have a poetic packet, or rather 
corpſe, which I ſhall commit to your difſeQion. 
This will be better than to criticiſe Crebillon, 
or ſome other; and you will certainly no where 
find ſuch groſs and ſuch numerous miſtakes as 
in my works. 

There is nothing but thiſtles, and not laurels, 
growing on the banks of the Neva ; do not ima- 
gine I travel thither in ſearch of happineſs. You 
will here find me a pacific citizen of Sans-Souci, 
leading the life of a private man and a philoſo- 

her, 

- Should tumult and ſplendour be your preſent 
taſte, I adviſe you not to come here; but, if a 
mild and uniform life be not diſpleaſing to you, 
come and fulfil your promiſe, Send me word 
preciſely on what day you ſhall depart; and, 
ſhould the marchioneſs du Chateler encourage 
uſury, I imagine I can make condizi ns with 
her, 1 borrow ing you on hire, and d 

Aa 3 | her, 
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her, at a certain rate of intereſt, what ſhall be 


ſatisfactory for her poet, her wit, her &c. 
Adieu. I wait your anſwer. 


FREDERIC. 


4 / 


LETTER CCXXVI. 
From the King. 


| June 10, 1749- 

| Never were ſuch charming verſes writ- 

ten in return for pills. I do not ſay this becauſe 

they praiſe me, for I know what is the cuſtom 

between kings and poets; but, myſelf totally 
out of the queſtion, I think them delightful. 

If purgatives can produce poetry ſo good, I 
ought to take a doſe of ſenna myſelf, that I may 
ſee what effects it will operate on me. 

What you have ſuppoſed to be an epigram 
happens to be an ode. I ſend it you, with an 
epigram againſt phyſicians. I have reaſon to be 
a little out of temper with their proceedings; 1 
have the gout, and have been in danger or be- 
ing killed by their ſudorifics. A 

Mark me: I am tainted with the prey of 


"_ you. Should * not you inclined to in- 
Be 
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dulge this whim, you would be guilty of treaſon. 
I wiſh to ſtudy with you, for I have leiſure this 
year; God knows what I ſhall have the next. 
Leſt however you ſhould imagine that you are 
making a voyage to Lapland, I ſend you a do- 
zen certificates, from which you may learn that 
this climate is not entirely deſtitute of mildneſs. 

« The-body acts in obedience to the will; 
& when the ſoul ſays, March—it obeys.” This is 
one of your own apothegms, which I am happy 
to recal to your recollection. 

Madame du Chatelet will be brought to bed 
in the month of September ; you are not an old 
midwife, and ſhe can manage this buſineſs with- 
out your aſſiſtance. Nay, if it muſt be fo, you 
may at that time be on your return to Paris. Do 
not forget that the favours which are granted 
without being forced are done with a better 
grace, and are more agreeable, than thoſe for 
which we ſolicit too much. 

Should you think I ſcold you, remember that 
is a cuſtomary practice with the gouty. You 
will do as you pleaſe, but 1 ſhall be no dupe; 
I ſhall well perceive whether you really love me, 
or whether all you have ſaid be nothing more 
chan poetic declamation. | 

| FREDERIC. 
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L ET T ER CCXXVIL 
From the King. 


Sans-Souci, July 15, 1749- 


I wurd ous laws of Mars, Belleiſle 
2 May teach me; but, in taſte and ſtyle, 
The faſcinating wiles of rhyme, 
In language pure, and thoughts ſublime, 


From you alone let me receive, 


Leſſons which you alone can give. 


. I wiſh for no maſter but you, in whatever re- 
lates to language, taſte, and the department of 
Parnafſus. Each. man ought to follow his trade. 
When M. de Belleifle ſhall buſy himſelf concern-' 
ing the purity'of language, Bruhl ſhall then read 

military leſſons, and write commentaries on the 
campaigns of the great Turenne, and I will 
compoſe a treatiſe on the truth of the Chriſtian 
religion. 
The choice which your 3 makes of its 
members really becomes pleaſant. Theſe judges 
of the French language are about to abandon 
Vaugelas for the breviary, which to foreigners 
appears rather ſingular. | 


Why, fir, your forty are become 

Of fanatics a congregation ; 

Whence thought and genius are expell'd, 
Much to the ſcandal of the nation. 
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Buy work of wit, whoe'er would earn, 
Will miſs his road. Would he ſucceed ? 
Let him his catechiſm learn, 


As favour'd by the ſiſters nine, 
Among this ftrange and motley crew, 
I know but three whom J can name 
I Richlieu mean, Belleiſle, and you. 


You, my dear Voltaire, are like bad chriſtians ; 
you put off repentance from day to day. After 
having given me hopes for the ſummer, you re- 
fer me to the autumn. It ſhould ſeem that 
Apollo, as the God of phyſic, has commanded 
you to be preſent at the labour of madame du 
Chatelet. The ſacred name of friendſhip im- 
poſes filence on me, and I ſatisfy myſelf with a 
promiſe. | 

I am at preſent correcting a dozen of epiſtles 
which I have written, and ſome other ſhort pieces, 
that you may on your arrival not meet with quite 

ſo many faults. 
Lou may ſee from the argument what is the 
ſubje& of my poem. The main incident is true. 
P'Arget, at that time ſecretary to Valory, was 
carried off by night, by an Auſtrian partiſan, 
from the next chamber to that in which his maſ- 
ter was in bed, The ſurpriſe of the Auſtrian, 
Franquini, was extreme, when he perceived that 


© .£ 
* | he 
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he had taken away the ſecretary, inſtead of the 
ambaſſador. Every thing elſe in the poem is 
fiction. I will ſhew it you here, for it is not 
proper for publication. Had I the pencil of 
Raphael or of Rubens, I would try my ſtrength 
by painting the great actions of great men; but 
he who only poſſeſſes the talents of Calotte can 
draw nothing but extravagance and caricature. 

I have been viſited by the hero of France, 
the Saxon *, the Turenne of the age of Louis 
XV. and have gained improvement from his 
diſcourſe; not in the French language, but in 
the art of war. The marſhal is worthy of being 
profeſſor to all the generals of Europe. He has 
viſited our theatres; and on that occaſion in- 
formed me you had given the ſtage a new co- 
medy, and that Nanine had met with much ſuc- 
ceſs. I was aſtoniſhed to learn that ſome of your 
works had appeared of the very names of which 
I was ignorant. I formerly read them in ma- 
nuſcript ; at preſent I hear from others what is 
faid of them, and I receive them after the book 
ſellers have publiſhed a ſecond edition. 

I will forget all my griefs, if you will but 
come hither, If not, beware of an epigram : - 
chance may inſpire me with a cutting thought. 


* Marſhal Saxe T. | 
A poet, 
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A poet, no matter how bad a one, is an animal 

chat ought to be treated with reſpect. 
J wait for the fall of the leaf with as much im- 
patience as men look for the bloſſoms of ſpring. 
FREDERIC, 
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From the King. 


Sans-Souci, Auguſt 15, 1749. 

| S HOULD my verſes have contributed 
to the epiſtle, which I have juſt received, I ſhall 
regard them as my beſt work. A perſon who 
was preſent, when this epiſtle was read, ex- 
claimed, in a kind of ecſtaſy—** Voltaire and 
te marſhal Saxe were born under the ſame pla- 
net; they have more vigour in the agonies of 
« death than others in full health *.” 

Do but admire, however, the difference be- 
tween us. You aſſure me that my verſes have 
excited your. poetic ardour, and yours have al- 
moſt made me forſwear poetry. I find I am fo 
ignorant of your language, and have ſo hens 


* Marſhal Saxe was thought to be dying, when he com- 
„ | oy | 
an 


-- 
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an imagination, that I have made a vow to write 
no more. Unfortunately, you know what poets 
vows are; the zephyrs bear them away on their 
wings, and with them the remembrance of them 
vaniſhes. 

A Frenchman only, poſſeſſed of your talents, 
can produce harmony from your lyre. I correct, 
I efface, I interline my vile compoſitions, to pu- 
rify them of the-numerous faults with which they 
abound. Muſicians, it is ſaid, paſs half their lives 
in ſtringing their lutes, and play on them the 
other half. I paſs mine in writing, and ftill 
more in eraſing. Since I have had ſome glimpſe 
of the certainty of your journey, I redouble my 
ſeverity on myſelf. 

Be affured you are expected with impatience, 
and that T ſhall be delighted to meet with a 
Virgil who can inſtruct me like a Quintilian. Lu- 
cina 1s in my opinion very indolent : I wiſh ma- 
dame du Chatelet would uſe greater dif patch, 
as well as yourſelf. You think you need but 
take a ſingle ſtride, from the baptiſm at Cirey, 
and be at maſs in our new church. Charity is 
extinct in Chriſtian hearts: the collections that 
have been made have not furniſhed money 
enough to roof the church; and, unleſs maſs 
were to be performed in the open air, there are 
no means to have it performed. RUN Dp 
Ak Nee 
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Let me beg you to inform me what road you 
mean to travel, and when you ſhall be on our 
frontiers, that I may ſupply you with horſes. . I 
very well know you are borne by Pegaſus; but 
he knows no other road than that to the temple 
of Fame. I hope you will arrive there as late as 
poſſible; and J aſſure you that you will be wel- 
eomed with as much eagerneſs as you are waited 
for with impatience. WIS 
| _ FREDERIC. 


L ET TE R CCXXIX. 
; From M. de Valtaire. 


Luneville, Auguſt 18, 1749. 
| IE read your lines on parrot race, 
And pious crew replete with grace ; 
Who ſermons preach, from wit refrain, 
And know each word's weight, to a grain; 
Who prizes give for verſe and proſe; 
Who meet to yawn, and part to doze. | 
BE 
- Your majeſty cannot but think I am more de- 
firous to pay my court to you, than you are to 
ſuffer my preſence. Believe me, my heart has 


many a time taken its flight to Berlin, when you 


haye ſuppoſed it to be elſewhere, . You have 
excited 


1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
1 
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excited the paſſions of fear, admiration, and in- 
tereſt, among mankind. Permit me to ſay that 


I have always taken the liberty te love you, 


which is ſeldom ſaid to kings; but this is the 


| ſtrangely familiar manner in which I began with 


your majeſty, and I muſt end as I began. I 
have much impatience to read your Lutrin, or 
your Homeric Batrachomyomachia, on as de 
Valory. 


Yet our great envoy (though in ſtature ſhort 

And form rotund, but of majeſtic port) 

With Pruffian valour, Auſtrian fight—nay, more, 

With battles gain'd, towns ſtorm'd, war's loud uproar, 
And Fre@ric's deeds—methinks might rather ſeem 
An epic than a mock-heroic theme: 

Or I miſtake, or it 's of higher price 

Than are the puny wars of frogs and mice, 

Sung by THE POET of the mighty dead, 

Whoſe works are always prais'd, but never read. 


Speaking of marſhals de Belleiſle and Saxe, 
your majeſty tells me that each man ought to 
follow his trade. Truly, fire, you talk thus very 
much at your eaſe—you who monopolize ſo 

many trades ; thoſe of conqueror, politician, 
legiſlator, and, what 1s worſe, my trade, which 
you afſuredly practiſe in the moſt agrecable 
maaner in the world. 

You have induced me to take up this trade 
again, which T had forſaken. I have the honour 

bo Ou here 
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here to ſend a ſmall attempt toward a new tra- 
gedy, the ſubject of which is Catiline. I incloſe 
the firſt act, which perhaps has been written with 
too much haſte. I have beſtowed eight days 
only on a ſubject which Crebillon was eight -· and- 
twenty years in finiſhing. © I did not think my- 
ſelf capable of ſuch -aſtoniſhing diligence ; but 
I was here without my books. I recollected 
what your majeſty had written concerning the 
tragedy of my brother poet. You very juſtly 
deemed it defective, when you found the Ro- 
man Hiſtory was there ſo entirely falſified. Cati- 

line, you thought, acted the part of a boiſterous 
lunatic robber; and Cicero that of a weak 
fooliſh fellow. I recollected your well-founded 
remarks, Your polite kindnefs toward my old 
brother poet did not prevent you from being 
rather angry that ſo deceptive a picture ſhould 
have been drawn of the Roman republic. I 
| wiſhed to ſketch out a painting ſuch as you de- 
fired : you have ſet me to work, and I appoint 
you the judge of this firſt act, which is the only 
one I can at preſent have the honour to ſend 
your majeſty ; the others are till in the rough. 
Do you examine whether I have clothed Cicero 
in his proper robes, or if I have caught the like- 
neſs of Cæſar. | 


Between 
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- Between them judge. Who belt deſerves applauſe 2 
Ah! Cæſar, well I know, will gain the cauſe! 
1 However juſt, or little prone to err, 

What N reſembles ſelf we ng prefer. 


I did not dn . dier ne 

8 for 1 chought that a baſhful maiden, married by 

her maſter, was ſcarcely deſerving of being pre- 

ſented to your majeſty: but, ſhould ſuch be 

your commands, I will have the piece tran- 

ſcribed for you. I am now in company with the 

Roman ſenate, and endeavouring to merit the 
ſuffrage of Frederic the Great. 


His ſervant and admirer true 
Am I, by day and night; 
But, while I pay all homage due, 

Not once his paraſite. 


voLTAIRE. 


4 . 
* 
— 
a | 
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& E T'T' ER ccxxx. 
From the King. 


3 September 4, 1749. 

1 HAVE received your Catiline, the con- 
cluſion of which it ĩs not poſſible for me to divine: 
We are as little able to judge of a tragedy, by a 


1 | ſingle 
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ſingle act; as vf a picture by a ſingle figure. I 
will wait tilbd have ſeen the whole, before I tell 
you what. I think of the deſign, the conduct, the 


+ | probability, the paſſions, and the pathos. 


It does not become me to expoſe my doubts, 
before one of the forty judges of the French lan- 
guage, in what relates to elocution. Had my 
brother in Apollo however, and my fellow- 
citizen, count Bar, ſent the act, I ſhould have 
aſked whether we were allowed to 4 — | 


| Tyran jar ta parole, i four fir ton rene 


| * not the ſenſe admit of ambiguityꝰ I 
ſhould imagine the meaning to be, bis eloquence 
bas rendered bim the tyrant of bis country, and bis 
reign muſt end: but, according to the conſtruc- 
tion of the line, we Germans, who do not per- 
haps underſtand the delicacies of the language, 
ſhould conceive the poet had ſaid that, by the 
aid of words bis reign muſt end. I am very daring 
thus to communicate my remarks. Though 1 
have entertained a doubt concerning this verſe, 
this has not prevented me from indulging my 
admiration at an infinite number of fine paſſages, 
at which the reader recolle&s the touches of 
the maſter who produced Brutus, the Death of 
Czlar, &c. 

Your. letter is charming, and ſuch as node 
Vol. VII, | i Ha but 
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but yourſelf can write. France feems in your 
perſon condemned to bury ten men of 1 to 
-whom different ages had given bitt. 
Sinee madame du Chatelet compoſes Nele 
I cannot imagine ſhe will ſuffer herſelf to be 
brought to bed by chance. Tell her to uſe diſ- 
patch, for I am in haſte to ſee you; I feel the 
extreme want I have of you, and the great aid 
you might be of to me. A paſſion for ſtudy will 
remain with me through life. In chis I chin 


- * like Cicero, as I have ſaid in one of my Epiſtles. 


I may by application acquire every ſort of know- 
ledge; to you I ſhall be indebted for that of the 
French language. I correct my miſtakes, as far 
as I am able to diſcover them; but I have no one 
who is ſufficientlya judge, and ſufficiently ſevere, 
to point out all my faults. In fine, I wait your 
coming, and am preparing for the reception of 
the gentleman in ordinary, aud the gen 
extraordinary. 

It ĩs affirmed at Paris that you will not come; 
and 1 affirm you will, for you are no promiſe- 
breaker. Should they accuſe you of indiſcretion, 
I hall anſwer “'the thing is poſſible ;” that 

you cannot reſiſt courtſbip “ granted; that 
you are a male coquet agreed.” In fine, 
you reſemble the white elephant, for which the 


king of Perſia and the Mogul emperor make 
i war; 


©-P-R/R 8/8 PON-DBX CE. 3 


_ war; and he name of which they add to their 
dez, ben they ary bappyſenough to have ip 
in their poſſeſſion... | 1. 14/ 

Adieu. Should yon come hicher, yon will 
od. my titles run thun -Frederic, by the 
grace of God, king of Pruſſia, elector of _ 
dame ee ke . 
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1 PERCEIVE —_—_ hurls his thunder 
at me, and that I am more ignorant chan I fup- 
poſed myſeif to be. I'ſhall beware how I act 
the puriſt, and ſpeak of things I do lot under- 

Rand, My ſilence muſt preſerve me from the 
done ef D'Oliver aid Vaugelas/" M Eid Jud 
Ichall likewiſe" beware how I ſend Wu my 
works; for; fnce you ſuffer your on tobe 
ng , you may ſuffer mine to be the ſame."You 
labour for fame, and for che honour of yoür na- 
tion. F only ſpoil paper for my on amuſtment; 
and I may deſerve pardon,” ptotided I do but 
burn my works, after having written them. 
en a man approaches the age of forty, and 
Bbz 72 writes 
Wa 
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writes bad verſes, he ought to ſay, like the wif. 
anthrope , co ia T wile 0 il, 1 would take 
care not to ſhew what I wrote. 
We hive had a Rui FORO Ber. 
lin; who; after having ſtudied philoſophy twenty 
years, Uniferſtabds "very | litrle of the matter. 
Count vo Reyſedlitig; che perſon" of whom I 
ſpeak, who is full fixty years of age, bas left 
Berlin, with his far prefer; and is now at 
Dreſden. He ſtill ſtudies, and hopes to be a 
tolerable feholar ſorne twenty or thirty years 
hence. I have not his Patience, nor do I expect 
to live ſo long. Whoever is not a poet at twenty 
will never become one. I have not preſumption 
enough to flatter myſelf to the contrary; nor am 
I blind enough not to do myſelf juſtice... I 
Send me your works, from motives of gene- 
roſity ; and expect nothing from me, but. praiſe. 
1, wiſh to imitate. the prudent ſilence of Conrad, 
but this will not render me; inſenſible to the 
beauties of poetry. I eſteem your works the 
more becauſe I feel the de dee plequaliivg 
them. 5110 0 07 901 1 mn! eo [1-0 Fi 
Dos not, trouble me any more conceraing 
| hearſoy>—iheprfay. is the -fool's gazette, No 
one here has. ſpoken ill of you. . D'Argens has 
Ie bee. Euripides, in I know ee wht 
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book ; but who told you: that you were meant? 
HFad his intention been pointed at you, would 
he not rather have choſen Virgil than Euripides 
Every body would have known you by this 
ſtroke: of art; but, in the paſſage which you 
cite to me, I can diſcover no alluſion n 
: reception you met with bere. 07 1850 
Do not conjure up monſters, * com- 
bas them. Tilt, if tilt you muſt, with che real 
enemies which your merit has raiſed up againſt 
you in France; but do not imagine you find 
them where they are not: or, if you will be 
intermeddling, do not make me a party. I nei- 
ther do, nor ever will, ere in * ſuch 
chings;// 511 1 
1 find from all che ariogements which you 
take how little hope I have to ſee you. You are 
not in want of excuſes; an imagination like yours 
is inexhauſtible. It is now a tragedy, the ſuc- 
ceſs of which you want to ſee ; anon domeſtic 
regulations ; preſently king Staniſlaus; and-then 
it is hearſay. In fine, I believe leſs in this journey 
than in the arrival of the Meſſiah, vl whom the 
Jews live in expectation. 
An Elegy has appeared here: is ir written by 
you? The following is the firſt line: 
n ſommeil elernel a done form ces yeux*, 
* Eternal ſleep has cloſed thoſe eyes. 
Bb3 Let 
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Let me beg of you to inform me. I have 
. pen abt 
temowe. at's ligw] nslodd er 1211 
. for che! large packer whick 


you aten ind; ungratefal andabſetechough 
| you be, I admire Ag * for- 
= bear to do. bed 

Farewel. „Ian going no 83 
© Phrase of Orlando, and the „ eee 
Dae. 1 * e een Joy, and 
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— not of Nate, 

Or ſentimental comedy, have ſeen ; To 
; 92 eee fear d leſt this reforming age | 
| Had baniſt'd old Moliere the finking flage ! | 
Ot manners, men, to give the rich repaſt, = 


* > 


9115 He was the firſt beware he's s not the laſt. 


Ot evry kind and ſpecimen of fool, 
**  Bynought diſtinguiſh'd but by ridicule, 
Of learned ladies and of would-be yits, | 
Of bigots, miſers,) lordlings, fops, clowns, cits, 
From nature taking comprehenſive view, | 
| Each large and comprehenſive claſs he drew. LO 
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He being gone, who Cer with maſter band. 
Like him, could pealing theatres command? 
To him ſycceeds a poor and puny race; 
of giddy Folly's form too weak to trace 
The changing features, or the rainbow glare, © 

Ly — yrs nei | 456149) 

Unlike Moliere, they can't her whams diſcern, - 

80 1 —— 

Pinding to make us ſmile in vain they try, 

They call Melpomene, to make us cry: 

aun mugh 

One fock, one unlac'd buſkin, half a maſk, 18 gen 

White handkerchief and ſmelling bottle near, 

Watching her cue to faint, or feign a tear. 

The flattern comes A queen, that erſt gave laws; 

A pauper now, ſhe begs ſome ſmnall applauſe 

Our charity call'd forth, we ſit the fermon out:: 

At church were never people {0 devout ! | 

ms re madre = 


4 


lige 
Refponſive yawn, in ſympathetic whine, \ 
e mn 
And is this Comedy ? Nan 1 
Religion and Hypocriſy the lame: - 


As you have not been able to make me one 
of the diſciples of La Chauſſce , no one ever 
will. Not but I allow you have done every 
thing with Nanine which could have been 


* La Chauſſte was the moſt focceſsful of the French au, 
thors in writing what is called La Veen aa or 
W Comedy. 7. 1 

| Bb 4 hoped, 
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hoped. It is a ſpecies of writing which never 
\ pleaſed me. I can caſily conceive there are 
many auditors Wh are better ſatisfied. to liſten 
to the honey of ſentiment, than to ſee the repre- 
ſentation of their defects; and who are intereſted 
in preferring inſipid dialogue to that pleaſant ſa- 
tire which attacks bad morals. Nothing is ſo 
diſtreſſing as not to be allowed to be ridiculous 
with impunity; but, were this granted, the charm- 
ing art of Terence and Moliere muſt be renoun- 
ced ; and the theatre muſt become the general 
receptacle of dulneſs, at which the public. muſt 
be taught to ſay, in a hundred different modes, 
T love you. My zeal for good comedy extends 


ſo far that I would rather be exhibited,” on the 


ſtage, than grant my ſuffrage to the illegitimate 
and nerveleſs monſter, which the bad taſte. of the 
age has brought forth. Since Nanine, I hear 
nothing more of you: pray afford me e ſigns 
of life. if Pa 10 . 

. What is your Muſe benumb' d, aſleep n; 
70S Or thro? your veins does winter creep??? 
"5 3M Why ſuffer that fine flame to die, 

Which bring e in Aim r 


This ſacred le, this wit, foul, 1 
From jealous Gods Prometheus ſtole ; ; & 
| Since thus divine its eſſence, we S © Rv 
Should name it but with bended knee, © 


+ WW 0h I only 
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I only jeſt, when I ſuppoſe _ 

You might a gift ſo precious loſe ; 

That is, it would be my delight , _ __ 
W 


This is a formal challenge ; and, ſhould not 
you anſwer. it, vou are a proclaimed cdward. 


Wit and verſe coſt you nothing. Do not imi- 


tate the Dutch, who, having the ſpice all to 

themſelves, will only ſell it as a favour.” Your 
predeceſſor, Horace, ſent Mæcenas as many 
epiſtles as he deſired. Virgil, your great an- 
ceſtor, did not write epic poems for every body; 
but he wrote many eclogues : : whereas you, 
in all the opulence of wit, and poſſeſſed of all 
the moſt ſplendid treaſures of imagination, are 
the greateſt miſer of this wit whom I know. 
Is it right to be thus ſparing of a few ſuperflu- 
ous verſes for which you are aſked ? Take care 
not to vex me; my impatience may ſupply the 
. abſence of Apollo, and perhaps I ſhall write 
a ſatire on, the miſers of mind. But ſhould I 
receive a charming letter from you, ſuch as you 
have often written, I will forget all cauſe of com- 


plaint, and will loye you much, 
Adieu. 


1 | | LE TT. 
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f 431 2 (GUT; fiend of je, her poppy ese 
Ha oer my eyclide ſbedlsj: 


b fleep Ir, 
„Te foul ſeem'd almoſt fed. 


Whey gert br . 
In fields Elyſian I, ut 20h bo, 

| On never-fading flow'rs reclin'd, | 
Celarid did deſery. ö 


"gk © With fudden hound, I flew to meet 3 

* 34 The man my heart held dear. | 440 

rer youth ! My ſoul! My life !* 
Said I, „And art thou here“ 


we in my arms, with eager claſp, | 
ie Would I have prefs'd the ſhade; 


© 
_— 


3 9214 ee bo 1 
| | F & That mock'd th? attempts I made. | 
Le ntaa, 


+ * Alas! This may not be! 


8 « The living we muſt not approach; | 
| « For ſuch is Fate's decree. 
E But follow, and I'll lead thee where, 
In meads and bow*rs renown'd, 
The virtuous with immortal wreaths 
6 Immortally are crown'd,” 


* 
U Cr „ b 
7 
Keel * Thus 
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Thus ſpoke the youth, and ſoon we came | 
To many a laurel groe ; 


Where warlord, ler,, I beheld, | * 


A 


„An Fly h? aflinn, uf hid he 4 
Arbe nage, the poet ſeeks | 
& Who not extermitatey but aid, / 

.* The helpleſs and the weak.” 


He led——t6 dhe poem benaiey!! 
Where Homer, Val, das 
With Horace and with Sophocles, - 


Each ſhadein angry mood. 


| With riſing wrath, TTY 
A new-come ghoſt declare 
That all the four had been Turpaſe'd, 


Twas lovely Emily that thus, * 
With unabated zeal, | 
Expreſs'd th* applauſe, the truth, and love 


She living knew to feel. * 


W 
With jealouſy poſſeſs di 

They vow' d, by all th avenging whos ob 

20 CIO ct End in 


In hell a hateful harpy fits, 


And Envy is her name; l 


The ſworn and everlaſting foe 


Of pgets, and their fame. 


1 


ros ruuvnous won xs. 


For Envy then aloud they cad: : 
. 
mn 
| Tn bitter ſpleen ſhe heard 75 | 


&« Begone,” faid they, 44 in Patis ſeek 
This bard/;\andbe it there, 
To ſhed thy venom Oer his works, 
Fhy irſt and only care. * "i 


« The darkeſt frearts, the darkeſt hours, 
The darkeſt corners find: 
Let Folly, Malice, Dulneſa, Spleen, 
One common int' reſt bind. © 
« Raiſe all Parnaſſus?! Bid the crew, 
© That ſeribbling croak in rhyme, 
1 Hiſs, as they re wont, with ſerpent tongue, 
And make him feel his crime! 
« Eclipſe our fame! Unheard-of guilt ! 
„ Begone !—By us accurſt, 
4 Of all the victims we devote, 
Be his Oreſtes firſt! wAY 


With haggard eye and quiv veg lp, 

*  Attentive to the theme, 

The monſter heard, the monſter fled ; 
And with her fled my dream. 


Such has been my late dream; and chere was 


ſome danger that I ſhould declare myſelf of the 
party of thoſe good deceaſed poets : they had 
ſufficient cauſe for their ill humour. You ſtrange- 
ly abuſe your privilege of genius; you march 
toward fame by every road that leads thither. 


I recol- 


. 


will ſoon be 'vanquiſtied. | I thank you for ydur 


new Harpagon, which in my opinion is a comedy 


that repreſents the real manners of life. Had it 
been lengthened, it vould have er been 
more intereſting. 1 17 T0} bor Ann 4 


Lou ſee how 1 da ede 


you to come here at preſent. I wait till Flora 

ſhall have embelliſhed theſe regions, and till 
Pomona ſhall come to promiſe abundance,” be. 
fore I entreat you to undertake the j journey. I 
wiſh my laurel trees again to bud, that freſn gar- 
lands may be entwined for you. Remember that, 
next to the duke de Richelieu, no one has more 
inconteſtable claims over your perſon than has 
mor Teutonic Wee in er | Hale, 


18 9 1 
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From the Xing. © 5 0 

| BY April, 1759, 
Ocz: more like friend — 11 28 
Who dar'd Semiramis decry! ons © 7 
A pagan! Whom conviction fled, ' 2 90 4 

What though a n ag 4 


CORES FOWDER GE! | 391 


Irecollect you as I'do the conq veror who thought 
he had done nothing, while any part of the world 
remained unſubdued. You have lately made an 

irruption into the ſtates of Moliere; and, ſhould 
you be firmly determined; his fmall kingdom 


9 . * 
[228 0 + 4 


* 
- - « : of | ? : . 
41 "4 4 ; : 


, ee ſentence tence paſs on wit 
| To wel To me your writings ſend f 

| 8 Kitten 
ef paſt geglact VN think no more ' _ 
rc: e N fee n tl 0 
Here have I a letter ſimilar to choſe l A 
- received from Cirey. My deſire to ſee you, to 
oonverſe of literature, and to inform myſelf of 

things vbich qu only can teach me, is redoubled. 
I thank you for your new edition- As 1 know 
a ycur old epiſtles by rote, I diſcovered all 
the cotreftions and additions which you have 
made, and have been delighted with them. 
They were before n pr ww” et have 
added new beauties. 

Foul will accuſtom che pit to 2 you 
pleaſe. Poetry ſo excellent as yours may, by 
its deluſive charms, blind the auditors to plot 

and defign. I wiſh to ſee Oreſtes, and to know 
what you have ſubſtituted to Palamede; and 
likewiſe to read the other beauties 1 beauties with which 
you have enriched that tragedy. Did you think 
of me, you would be polite enough to ſend the 
piece. 1 am prejudiced, in your favour, and it 
depends only on yourſelf | to receive my praiſe. 
But who troubles himſelf, at Paris, whether Van- 
dals and barbarians hiſs or clap at Berlin? 
The eulogium on our officers, killed in war, 


W to my mind an anecdote of the late Czar 
5 Peter 


the latter of which he ſent to his ſick courtiers; 
and, after having di patched ſome Boyurds do che 
next world, he celebrated their obſecquies with 
maghificence, "and honouved! their funerals with 
lis preſence. 1 5 79 8 101 
8 Win deen e Geb peer ober 1 Bu 
ſelf circumſtanced as was the Czar: reaſohs of 
ſtate obliged me to expoſe them to dangers in 
which they periſhed. Could I do lefs than adorn 
their tombs by epitaphs, at once fimple atid/true? 


Come and correct this morſel, which'abvinds | 
in errors, and in behalf of which 1 am more 


intereſted than for all my other works. Buſineſs 
will call me into Pruffta in the month of June; 


but, from tho firſt of July to the month of Sep- 


tember, I can diſpoſe of my time: 1 can ſtudy 


x 2 bet of Gamatiel. 


. 9 ” 
f tu 3s #7 T < * 
: : TE, 1148 1 
7 


| Tome you ee re ae 0 | 


Of Livy'; Tully', Maro's art; 11711 95 
Attentive I may then admire he 815 150 
Sweet undulations from your 1 96% I 
Be taught the path, in bern ba, . 
That leads to bleſt Farbaſpan plain 1 Us VE! 
But ah! Unleſs you can beſtow 4 45121 
The flame that, with celeſtial glo wm, 
Beams forth in you the blaze of day, 
Bedarken'd, I ſhall loſe my way! 
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Peter I. who dabbled in pharmacy and phyſic, 
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.- Howican you deſire me to determine whether 
you or madame d Aiguillon are in the right? If 
the ducheſs can produce the original of the 
Political, Teſtament of cardinal de Richelieu, ſhe 


_ muſt of neceſſty be believed. Great men are 


not great at all times, and under all circum- 
Rances,: 7A. miniſter. colle&s his whole. force, 
and employs.che full, ſagacity of his mind on an 
affair. which, he ſuppoſes to be of importance, 
yet affords marks of much negligence in what 
he, ſuppoſes to be of little conſequence... When 
I. figure. to myſelf cardinal de Richelieu abavng 
the grandees of the kingdom, ſolidly eftabliſh- 
ing royal authority, ſupporting the glory of 
; France: againſt potent and foreign nations, ex- 
tinguiſhing inteſtine, wars, deſtroying the ſect 
of the Calviniſts, and throwing a mound, acroſs 
the ſea for the fiege of La Rochelle, * then 
imagine that firm mind occupied by the greateſt 
projects, capable of the boldeſt reſolutions, and 
the Political Teſtament appears to me too puerile 
to be his work. Perhaps they were merely ideas 


thrown upon paper; perhaps he did not. wiſh to 
fay all he thought, that he might be the more 
regretted. Had I lived with the cardinal, I 
could have ſpoken more poſitively; wr is, I 
can do nothing more than gvels. | 8 


. 0 67 TF* | 


' wotJ 
b 5 E Of 


e ee ENCE. 3805 
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The ſageſt hero lives the prey 3. FE 
And moſt from Folly holds his late. 1 
Or ſay he live belov'd awhile, 
Say man and angel ſhould admire; 
| His ſummer ſoon ſhall ceaſe to ſmile, . 
His boaſted pow'rs ſhall ſoon expire. 
The clouds of age, when « once afloat, ; 
The brighteſt genius will eclipſe : bY 
His Teſtament old Richelieu wrote; 
]“ 


My new year's wiſhes, i in behalf of the author 
of the Henriade, are health and patience. If he 
ſtill Iove me, 1 ſhall ſee him face to face, ſhall | 
admire him at Sans-Souci, and will then ſay 
more; | 


1 8 5 T3 | 
LETTER CEXXXV. 


From the King. 
Porſdatn, April 23, 175% 


TER en 
I own I hop'd to ſee your face : 
Here once again: I hop'd in vain; 
Our martial ardour you diſdain ; LA 
The trouble you diſdain to take h 
nn 
vox. vu. . , D' Amaud, 


| 
| 
| 
© > 
| 
| 
| 
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D' Arnaud, whom you will not difown, 

Is come to fill the vacant throne; 

Vour vaſſal,  pleaſibg and Late, 

Th' original not to be had - 

To get a copy we are glad. | Kone 


This D'Arnaud, for whom we have been wait- 
ing ſo long, i is at length come, and has delivered 
your letter, with your charming verſes, which 
always put mine to the bluſh, and which redou- 
ble the impatience I have to ſee you. What is 
it to me that fate decreed you ſhould be my co- 
temporary, if you prevent my profiting Dy this 
advantage? 


Horace and Virgil men have read 

Some ſixteen hundred years or more; 
But living better far than dead 

We might their thoughts and 9 
By death or abſence ſever'd, thus 

- Afubſiitute man vainly feeks: Iz; x4. 
The Gallic Homer is to us YE 

As dead as he who ſang the Greeks. | 


All ages ſhall your works poſſeſs ; 
They 're ours and theirs; the gen'ral right, 
Wiel never more ſhall eeaſe, utileſs g 
Again ſhould come chaotic e, 


For me, Tok Lein K obtain... 1 
Not the dead letter, but the ſoul 
en thera the mind, the heart, the man; 
Fes, all— I wiſh to have the whole! 


1 


I have 


CORRESPONDENCE 397 


L have this moment received the volume that 
contains Oreſtes, a Letter on Falſehood, &c. and 
another to marſhal Schullemburg. Tou have 
placed me in the middle of a Letter in which I 
was ſurpriſed to find myſelf. You know how to 
give effect to trifles, by your manner of diſplay- 
ing them: I perceive how great a maſter of elo- 
quence you are. Yes, though eloquence do not, 
like faith, remove mountains, it lowers the high, 
raiſes the weak, and is miſtreſs of nature, eſpe- 
cially of the human heart. Oh noble ſcience ! 
Happy are thoſe who poſſeſs thee; and eſpe- 
cially he who diſplays thy charms with ſuch ſu- 
perior {kill ! 

I imagined you had long fince received the 
Memoirs of our academy; but they are now bind- 
ing, and will be immediately ſent. Among them 
you will find ſome of my works ſcattered; but 
I ought to inform you they are nothing more 
than ſketches, in the correction of which I have 
fince employed much time, An edition is at 
preſent printing, with augmentations and nume- - 
rous corrections, which will be more worthy of 
your attention. This you ſhall have as ſoon as 
the printer ſhall have dong his. buſineſs. You 
aſk for my poem, but it muſt not be ſhewn : 
D'Arnaud will tell you what are its contents. 


Cca The. 
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I Theſecrets of the bigot's hell, 
And heav'n, I there have dar'd to tell: 
I've jeer'd at Rome, and at the curſe 
She bellows forth, to make bad wore. 
But, Having been ſo raſh, *twere right 
Jo keep ſuch raſhneſs out of ſight. 
Oft temper cauſtic, and ſevere, 
The mocking Muſe muſt not appear 
At Paris, where, with wits and belles, 
The babbler Indiſcretion dwells, 
Nay Boyer, there, a wight of note, 
Might her imprudent falles quote; 
And, making her his anger feel, 
Might madam ſend to your Baſtille. 
Whereas the wanton huſſey, here, 
May friſk, yet harbour no ſuch fear. | 
She dungeons hates, and well ſhe may; ] 


For ſhe, you know, has had her day; 
In youth ſhe thither grop'd her way 
But fo to act, now older grown, 

| e 90026 bs eder T own. 


. Therefore, 3 Voltaire, if you wiſh to 
ſee my nonſenſe, you muſt come here. You 
cannot now recede, The poem certainly will 

not pay for the fatigue of travelling; but the 
poet, Who loves you, is perhaps worth your 
trouble. You will here ſee a philoſopher, who 
has no rern but that of ſtudy, en by che 


* The king; while prinee royal, was zmpettooed at Cuftrin 
by his father, T's 


Aang 
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difficulties he has himſelf to encounter, is taught 

to eſtimate the merit of thoſe who, like you, 
march on with ſuch uninterrupted ſucceſs. 

© There is a ſmall: community here, that erects 

altars to the inviſible Deity. But beware ! He- 

retics will certainly build altars to Baal, ſhould = 


not the Deity ſoon appear. 1 ſhall ſay no more. 
Adieu, 
FREDERIC. 
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From M. 4 Voltaire. 4 


Paris, . 20, 1756. | 


Or Rhapſodies, to all my paſt, 5 
I now, great monarch, add my laſt. 
Did ſelf. love in my boſom dwell, 
Your aſpect would the bubble quell ; 
For plaudits never can be que, 

| When plaudits are refus'd by you; 
Your approbation &er muſt be 


A- propos, fire, of immortality—T have the 1 
honour to own to you it is a very fine thing, - 
and that it is impoſſible to ſpeak ill of that which 
IM ſo well have Parſe; but to live two or 

8 „„ = "2 


da 


„„ 


, - matic ſanction. So 1, 5. 
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three motiths, in company wirh your majeſty, 


- were better than to Ve three thouſand years, in 
the memory of muh. I Know net whether D' Ar- 


nand will be itimortal, but T think his thort life 
will be remarkably happy. 

Mine depends on a very ſoinll chresd; and 1 
ſhould be exceedingly angry were this ſmall 


 ' thread to be cut, before I again enjoy the con- 


ſolation of ſeeing the great man of the age. 
Your verſes on the cardinal de Richelieu have 
been learnt by rote. How could they be other- 
wile ? 
EY A His Tekament old Richelieu wrote, 
And Newton his Apocalypſe ! ! 


| They are o natural, fo eaſy, ſo true, forex 
preflive, ſo terſe, ſo far from the ſuperfluous, 
that not to remember them would be impoſſible, 
They are already become proverbial. You are 
certainly the firſt king of Pruſſia who have in- 
vented proverbs for France. Your majeſty will 
find, in the incloſed Rhapſody,” what my rea- 


. ſons are, in oppoſition to madame d'Aiguillon. 


Jadge you this Will, fince ladies deign 
This Will's defence to take in hand: 
Two have you judg'd, which I maintain 
Mere much more bard to underſtand *, 


58 Alluling to te will er he two emperon an the prog: 
I muſt 
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1 muſt not be indulged, fire, with a ſight of 
your Valoriade. There is an Ode in the collec- 


tion of your academy, and I have neither the 
collection nor the Ode. It is well worth while 


to love you, to be treated thus 1 have made A 
ſhockingly bad bargain'! ow” 

To you I oe. kn he e 
tion. | irg 1:00 och 5 
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FAIR patireys? No, vilchacks! 3 5 
Chang'd De e 
Be cpurſers of Farnathan dc, 333 
ae ene r 
. 
Their office and their claim: AE 
_Apollo's brother hither bring; | 
A God of equal fame. 
Let Parangon and Relics 
Turn pale to ſee you bound, 
From Helicon to ſee you prance 
So lightly o'er the ground. 


Oh glorious fate! The God you bring, 
In gratetul glad ſurpriſe, | 


Cc4 Wil 
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> 121 595 vith teleſcopic tube, 
And break their glaſſes, or ſuppoſe 
Same dazzling metcors blaze | , 


Ee Thus have I addreffed the horſes, ihe are to 
have the honour of bringing you. It is ſaid 
the German language has been invented to con- 
verſe with the brute creation ; and, in quality 
of poet of that language, I have imagined my 
Muſe might with more propriety harangue your 
poſt horſes than addreſs hgr rude accents to you, 
At preſent you are armed at all points; car- 
tage, paſſport, and every thing neceſſary, for 
a man who intends to travel from Paris to Ber- 
lin. But I fear leſt you ſhould be prodigal of 
your time at Paris, and a miſer of your moments 
at Berlin. Come therefore immediately, and 
recollect that a favour granted vious a good grace 
is doubly meritorious. . 


£ * 
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LETTER  COXXXVIL 
3 ty _ 


Yaoi” b dine BR 3 1755. 
1 HAVE read the letter which your niece 


has written to you from Paris: her friendſhip 


for you has won my eſteem. Were I madame 
Dennis, I ſhould think like her; but, being what 
Jam, I think otherwiſe. It would grieve me to 
the ſoul, were I the cauſe of misfortune to my 
enemy. How then can I wiſh misfortune to the 
man whom I love, and who facrifices to me his 


country, and every thing which humanity holds 


moſt dear? No, my dear Voltaire; could I fore- 
ſee that your tranſmigration could in the leaſt 
turn to your diſadvantage, I would be the firſt 


to perſuade you againſt it, I would prefer your 


| happineſs to the extreme pleaſure I ſhould feel 
at ſeeing you. But you are a philoſopher ; Iam 
the ſame. Can any thing be more natural, more 
ſimple, more in the order of things, than that 
philoſophers ſhould be formed for the ſociety of 
each other; ſhould be united by the ſame ſtu- 
dies, the ſame inclinations, and a ſimilar mode 


of thinking; * that they ſhould en cha this 
| Paſurei ? 


1 reſpect 


1 
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I reſpe& you as my maſter in eloquence and 
knowledge: I love you as a virtuous friend. 
What ſlavery, what miſhap, what change, what 
inconſtancy of fortune can thete be to be feared, 
in a country in which you are eſteemed as much 
as in your own, and with a friend who poſſeſſes 
a grateful heart? I have not the fooliſh preſump- 
tion to believe that Berlin equals Paris. If wealth, 
grandeur, and magnificence' render a city de- 
lightful, we ſhall yield to Paris. If good taſte, 
perhaps moſt generally diſperſed, can be found 
in any part of the world, I know and allow it is 
at Paris. But do not you carry good taſte with 
you, wherever you goꝰ We have faculties ſuffi- 
cient to applaud Fs ane EAI we n cede 
1 none on earth. 
I Qreſpected the friendſhip whit guid you 
1 WN du Chateiet; but, next to her, I am 
one of your oldeft friends. What! Becauſe you 
leave your country to live in my houſe, ſhall it 
be ſaid that houſe is become your priſon? What! 
Becauſe I am your friend, ſhall I be your tyrant? 


\ 


Ion this is logic I do not comprehend. I am 
firmly perſuaded you will be very happy here, 

das long as J ſhall live; that you will be regard- 
ed as the father of letters, and of men of taſte; 
and that you will in me find all thoſe conſola- 
| ' » 10Ns 


Fa 
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tions which a man of your merit may expect, 
from another by whom he is eſteemed. | 
Good night. | 


FREDERIC. 


"LETTER ccxxxix. 


From: Be . ö 

1750. 

11 HAVE juſt been delivered of fr chil- 

dren, who require to be baptiſed, in the name 

of Apollo, at the waters of Hippocrene. The 

Henriade is aſked to ſtand godmother : be fo 

good as to eſcort her this evening, at five, into 

the father's apartment. D*Arget-Lucina wilt be 

there; and the imagination of Man a Machine* 
will hold the new-born during the ceremony. 


L E 1 EA CH. 
From the King. 
8 £2 1751. 
I HAV E read your firſt article, which is 
excellent. I ſuppoſe you have begun the alpha- 
betic table of the articles, which 1 chink ought 


La Marr. 
6 ö to 
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to be finiſhed before the work be written, in or- 

der to confine yourſelf to a fixed number of ar- 

ticles, and the moſt ſelect principles, as well as 
to avoid entering into minutiæ. For, ſhould 
ſome articles inferior to the others find their 
way into the Dictionary, there would be a neceſ- 
ſity eicher of entering more circumſtantially into 
the ſubject, or of changing the plan, which it 
ſeems to me would not correſpond to that unity 
which the writer ought to e to himſelf, in 
4 work of this kind. | 


From the King, 

$4 17 51. 

1 F you continue at this rate, the Dictionary 

will ſoon be finiſhed. The article of Taz sour, 
which I have received, is well written ; and that 
on BAPTISM exceedingly well. It ſeems as if 

chance had ſtarted thoſe thoughts in your mind, 
which however are che rr of medi- 

tation. 

When your Dictionary ſhall be printed, I 
would not adviſe you to go to Rome. But of 


what importance are Rome, his Holineſs, the 
Inquiſition, 
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Inquiſition, and all the tonſured chiefs of the 
religious orders, who will exclaim againſt you? 
The work you are writing will be uſeful in its 
ſubject, and agreeable in its ſtyle : nothing more 
is neceſſary. Should the ſoul of your nerves re- 
main in a quieſcent ſtate, I ſhall be delighted to 
ſee you this evening; if not, I doubt ſhe will 
revenge on your body the wrong done her OM 
your mind, | 

I certainly do not SE that or any one 
elſe can be double. Sovereigns ſpeak in the plu- 
ral, and ſay we; but the word does not multi- 
ply the being. Let us lay our hands on our 
hearts and ſpeak frankly ; we then ſhall can- 
didly confeſs that thought and motion, which are 
faculties of our body, are the attributes of an 
animated machine, formed and organiſed like 
man.— Adieu. 


E 1 T T K C 


From the | King. 
1751, 
THE gift of ſong, that art divine, 
Nature denied ſhould e' er be mine: 
By her when you were thus endow d, 
Fo me ſhe ſaid, of me not proud— 
She 
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| She faid, and frown'd with look-aſkance, 
| Ff ragſon your inheritance,” | 


This old-faſhioned reaſon, this mere common- 
place good ſenſe, is my lot. This will ſuffice to 
teach us not ſtupidly to walk into the river, when 
we ſee a bridge over which we may paſs. This 
good ſenſe is the thing requiſite for our conduct 
in common life. But the ſame reaſon which oc- 
caſions me to avoid a precipice, when I perceive 
one on my road, teaches me not to wander from 
my fphere, not to undertake any thing beyond my 
ſtrength. I therefore do juſtice to myſelf, and 
avow that my verſes are ill written, while my 

reaſon is ſufficiently ſtrong to induce me to ad- 
mire yours. I thank you for M. de Couci, which 
in my opinion is your beſt tragedſx. 

With reſpect to the emperor Julian, what 
you have written may be made excellent, by 
adding the reaſons for and againſt his conver- 
fion; and by retrenching, from the part I have 
read, the paſſage in which you take a flight view 
of the ſubject; which view is too feeble to cor- 
reſpond with the ſtrong emo which you 
afterward add. I WE | 


£ * 


LE T- 
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L E TT ER CcxLIII. 


From the King. | 
1751. 
'Tatrs pas” appears to me excellent. 
| adviſe you to change nothing but the wager, 
becauſe by that you ridicule Paſcal, who has 
employed the ſame figure. 

Be pleaſed likewiſe to remark. that you cite 
Epicurus, Protagoras, &c. as having lived peace- 
ably in the ſame city. I do not think men of 
letters ought to be cited as living peaceably to- 
gether. Recollect the quarrels of the Academy 
of Sciences at Paris, concerning Newton and 
Deſcartes; and thoſe of this place, for and 
againſt Leibnitz. I am certain that Epicurus 
and Protagoras would have diſputed; had they 
inhabited the ſame city: but I likewiſe think 
that Cicero, Lucretius, and Horace would have 
ſupped together in good harmony. 

I aſk pardon for remarks which'my ignorance 
ſhakes off its ſhackles to make. I reſemble the 
old woman of Moliere, who occaſioned the firſt 
comic writer* in the world to alter his pieces, 
when the did not laugh. © ＋ 


LET. 
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LET T ER CEXEIV: 
From the King. 


Potſdam, — 44, 1152; 


1 WA S very happy to welcome you here; 
I eſteemed your wit, your talents, and your 
knowledge; and I had reaſon to ſuppoſe that a 
man of your age, tired of tilting with authors, 
and of expoſing himſelf to ſtorms, was come 
hither to take refuge in a ſafe harbour. Yet you 
immediately, in a very fingular manner, required 
me not to ſuffer Freron to write my intelligence. 
I bad the weakneſs or the complaiſance to com- 
ply; ; though i it was not for you to decide whom 
I ſhould take into my ſervice, 

D'Arnaud did you ſome wrong; kd would 
have been pardoned by a generous man, a vin- 
dictive one perſecutes thoſe for whom he con- 
ceives a hatred. In fine, though D'Arnaud did 
not injure me, you have been the cauſe that he 
has left this place. 

You have been with the "1. "BY ambaſſador, 
to ſpeak | to him of affairs concerning which you 
ought not to have (interfered; and it has been 
ſuppoſed I had commiſſiotted you ſo to act. 


You have been meddling in the buſineſs of 
© madame 
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Atme de Bentink, though this certainly was 
not in your department. 

Tou have had a moſt vile tranſaction with the 
on and your conduCt has been very ſhocking 
to the whole city. The buſineſs of the Saxon 
bills is ſo well known, in Saxony, that very ſe- 
rious complaints have been made to me. | 

For my own part, I preſerved peace in my 
houſe, till your arrival; and I muſt inforfn you 
that, if it be your paſſion to intrigue and cabal, 
you have done very ill in addreſſing yourſelf to 
me. I love docile and peaceful people, whoſe 
conduct does not reſemble the violent paſſions 
of tragedy. If you can determine to live like a 
philoſopher, I ſhall be very glad to ſee you ; but 
if you abandon yourſelf to every exceſs of paſ- 
fion, and if you attack every man you meet, you 
will not afford me any ſatisfaction by coming 
here; you may quite as well remain at Berlin. 


FREDERIC. 
L E T T E R CCXLV. 
From the King. 


| Potſdam, February 28, 1752 : 
IF you wiſh to come here, you are at liberty 


ſo to do. I hear nothing of any law-ſuit, nor 
VOL, vII. . D d 1 even 
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.even of yours. Since you have gained your 98 


1 congratulate you, and am very glad that vile 
buſineſs is over. I hope you will have no more 


.quarrels, either with the Old Teſtament or the 


New. Such kind of conteſts are diſhonourable; 


.and, though poſſeſſed of the moſt genius of any 


man in France, you cannot avoid finally injur- 


ing your n. by the diſgrace of ** 


conduct. 


HSGoſſe, a bookſeller, an opera fidler, and a 
Jew jeweller, are really people whoſe names 
ought not, on any occaſion, to enter into com- 
petition with yours. I write. this letter with the 
unpoliſhed good ſenſe of a German, who ſpeaks 
what he thinks, and does not employ ambiguous 


terms, or thoſe nerveleſs ſoothings which do but 


disfigure truth. It 1s for . to * * my 


: frankneſs. 


L E TT ER CCXLVI. 
From the King. | 

= 1752. 

T EXPECTED day after day I ſhould 


ſee you arrive, which prevented me from thank- 
ing you ſooner for the Hiſtory of Louis XIV. 


el which I have now four copies. That I might 


41 _ the 
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tde better purſue the art with which you have 


made this extract, I am reading the firſt part, 


with the commentary of Quincy, that dictionary 


of battles and ſieges. I wait your return to tell 


you what is my opinion. My impatience in- 
duced me to read the ſecond volume at the ſame 
time ; and, to own the truth, I think it ſuperior 
to the firſt, as well from the nature of the con- 
tents as from the ſtyle, and that noble daring 
. with which you ſpeak the truth, even of kings, 
It is a very excellent morſel, and muſt do high 
honour to you. The death of madame Hen- 
rietta will be the cauſe that your Rome Sauvee 
will not be played ſo ſoon as you imagined. 
1 have been ill theſe eight days of a cold in 


the breaſt, and of an ebullition of blood ; but 
my malady is almoſt cured. 


I édo nothing but read; I write no more. 
When the memory is ſo bad as mine is, it is 


neceflary occaſionally to read over what has 
before been read, to recolle& loſt ideas, and 
learn what is worthy of being remembered. I 
ſhall afterward once more begin to correct my 
own paltry productions. Your fire reſembles 
that of the veſtals, and is never extinct; the 
little which has fallen to my lot muſt often be 


blown up, and is notwithſtanding in danger of 


being ſmothered by its own embers. 


D d 2 Adieu. 


44 
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Adieu. —Do not ſuppoſe there are more babe 


than roſes i in the world. Many are thoſe whom 


you behold periſb, while you continue to bloom; 
and many more will your name ſurvive, for chat 
uin! never periſh. | 887 


re ..CCXLYU. 
From the King. 


Coſel, a 1752. 
1. REC El V ED your philoſophic Poem 
near that Carnuntum in which Marcus Aurelius 
committed his ſage moral reflections to writing; 
and. I did but think your poetry the more beau- 
tiful. Some reflections however are to be made „ 
not concerning the poetry, but the ſubject, and 
the conduct of the fourth canto; which I ſhall 
reſerve for our converſation, at my return. 
Huſſars, engineers, and officers of horſe and 
foot, torment me fo much here, that they do 
not ſuffer me to recollect myſelf. 
Adieu. — Take pity on a ſoul in purgatory, 
which entreats maſſes may be ſaid that it may 
ſoon eſcape. 


LE T. 


\ 
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From the King. 


Met September b, 1785. 


Tu ſlave of a rhime, which my brain could erbaut, 
In turning a couplet my ſleep have I loſt: 

But I find that the meteor, which troubled my reſt, 
Was no more than a will- o- the ·- wiſp at the beſt. 
Madam Reaſon, whoſe eye, though I own it is clear, 
Has a brow that to me appears ſomewhat ſevere, _ 
Madam Reaſon has told me, in very plain ſpeech, 
That the heights of Parnaſſus I never could reach, 
Alas! Poor ſelf-love ! But no matter! Henceforth 
Of Voltaire all the genius, the wit, and the worth, 

I will live to admire ; and thus, quitting the field, 
The empire of Homer to his hands I yield, 


Such is my determination. Buſineſs and poe- 
try are things of a very oppoſite nature, The 
one curbs the imagination; to extend it. is the 
property of the other, I am between the two, 
like the aſs of Buridan, I have been poliſhing 
ſome ſtanzas of an old Ode, which is hot worth 
the trouble of being ſent to you. | 


The dear Ifaac has travelled a tortoiſe pace. 
I believe your fat duke de Chevreuſe, who cer- 


tainly is not as ſlim as your running footmen, 
would proceed faſter on foot than the fieur Iſaac 
with ſix horſes, coming from Paris to Berlin. 

D d 3 | But 


* 
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But this is of little importance; I am glad to 
meet him; we muſt take men ſuch as we find 
them. It has pleaſed Heaven thus to mould up 
D'Argens, nor is it in his power to remould 
himſelf, 

I do not ſend you an account of my occupa- 


tions, becauſe they conſiſt of things for which 


- you care but little. Camps, ſoldiers, fortreſſes, 
finances, and law-ſuits, are to be found in all 
countries; newſpapers are full of ſuch wretched 


affairs. 
I hope to ſee you on the xteenth, and I wiſh 
you health, tranquillity, and content. 
Adieu. 5 


LETTER CCXLIX. 


From the King. 
| Oktober, 1752“ ; 


U AD I not yeſterday. had a dreadful co- 
lic, accompanied by violent head-achs, I ſhould 
have thanked you ſooner. for the new edition of 
your works, which I have received. I have 


* 1 faſpeR an error in the date of the year of ſeveral of 
theſe letters, and that it ought to be 1751, but * 


cient authorities to obtain certainty. T. 
7 haſtily 4 
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haſtily run over the new pieces, which you have 


| inſerted; but I was not ſatisfied with the order 
in which they are arranged, nor with the ſize of 
the edition. It may be called the Canticles of 
Luther; and, with reſpect to the pieces, they 
are all pell mell, and unconnected. I think 
that, for the convenience of the public, it would 
be better to increaſe the number of the volumes, 
enlarge the type, and arrange the materials i in a 
more conſiſtent manner. 

I communicate theſe remarks becauſe I am 
well perſuaded this will not be the lafl edition 


of your works. You will kill all your auditors 


and your readers with your colics and your faint- 
ings; and you will write panegyrics, or fatires, 
on all thoſe in whoſe company you now live, 
after our death. Such are the prophecies, not of 
Noſtradamus, but of one who is tolerably ac- 
quainted with diſeaſes, and whoſe profeſſion i it 
is to be acquainted with mankind, | 

I labour, in my corner, on things inferior in 
workmanſhip, and leſs ſplendid than thoſe on 
which you em ploy yourſelf ; but I am amuſed, 


and that is enough. 1 hope ſoon to hear that | 


you are cured, and ee 
9 | 


Dd4 


' 
' 
[ 
| 
[ 
' 


408 rosrnunous Os” 


1. * T T E. R cel. Ir: 
2 ww the King. 7 5 

83 December, / 1752; 
++ YOURatiomersatortie tn tier 


Li you have done, which 1s as evident as the 
| Gay, you perſiſt inſtead of confeſſing yourſelf cul- 


pable. But do not imagine you can make men 
believe black is white, When they do not ſee, 


k is becauſe they are wilfully blind. Should 


you puſh. the affair to extremes, I will print 
every thing; and the world ſhall ſee that, 


though your works merit ſtatues ſhould be raiſed 


hand declared Ch e 


to you, your conduct is deſerving of chains. 
P. S. The editor has been ee 


in enn 2 $I EIT NTT» w7 
LETTER: -[CCLI. . 
2 From M. de Poltaire jane 
SIRE, 2 SI By Re 
TI A then 


| believed? Your majeſty's name is abuſed, to 


poiſon the poor remains of a life which I had 
conſecrated to you. How ! Am I accuſed of 
＋ 4. . + bÞ C having 
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having affirmed that Konig wrote againſt 
your works? Oh, fire, he is as incapable of 
ſuch an act as I am. Your majeſty knows what 
I wrote to him: I always told you the truth, 
and the truth will continue to tell, to the laſt 
moment of life, 

I am in deſpair that I did not go Berga 
A part of my family going to wait for me, at the 
waters, obliges me to go in ſearch of a cure 
which nothing but your favours could have ef- 
fected. I ſhall ever be tenderly devoted to you, 
let you act toward me as you pleaſe : I never 
have failed, nor ever will fail, in my reſpect to 
you. 

I ſhall return to e ee the month - of 
October; and, ſhould the wretched adventure 
of La Beaumelle not be true; if Maupertuis have 
not in effect betrayed the ſecrets of your ſuppers, 
and have not ſlandered me to excite La Beau · 
melle againſt me; if he have not by his hatred 
been the cauſe of my misfortunes, I will confeſs 
that I have been deceived, and will aſk pardon 
of him, in preſence of your majeſty and of the 
whole world. To act thus will be my glory. 

But if the letter of La Beaumelle be true, 
| ſhould the facts be proved, and if I have not 
taken the part of Konig except in conjunction 
with all the men of letters of Europe, let us then 
examine, fire, how the philoſophers Marcus Au- 

relius 
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relius and Julian would have a&ed, in ſuch a 


caſe. We are all your ſervants, and with a word 
you might have reconciled us all. You were 
formed to be our judge and not our adverſary, 


Your reſpectable pen would have been worthily 
employed in commanding us to forget every 


thing. My heart is my judge that I ſhould have 
obeyed you, fire; for this heart ſtill is yourss You 
know the enthuſiaſm which brought me to your 
feet; thither it will bring me again. When I 
conjured your majeſty not to attach me to your- 
ſelf by penſions, you well knew it was ſolely to 
prove I preferred your perſon to your favours, 
You commanded me to receive theſe favours, 
but I will never more be attached to you except 
for yourſelf; and 1 ſolemuly proteſt, before 
her royal highneſs the margraveſs of Bareuth, 


through whoſe hands I take the liberty to ſend 


my letter, that I will till death preſerve thoſe 
ſentiments vhich brought me to your feet; 
when I quitted every thing for you I held moſt 
dear, and when you deigned to ) ſwear eternal 
—— coms, N 
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LETTER CCL 
| From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, | October, 1757. 


Do not be terrified by the fight of a long 
letter, which is the only thing by which you 
can be terrified. 

The favours I received when with your ma- 
jeſty are innumerable, I once was yours, and 
ſo my heart will ever remain : age has not de- 
prived me of any of my ardour, when you are in 
queſtion ; though this ardour 1s diminiſhed om. 
every other ſubject. 

I know not, in my peaceful retreat, whether 
your majeſty have marched to face the detachment 
of the prince de Soubiſe, or whether you have 
ſignaliſed yourſelf by any new ſucceſs. I am but 
ill acquainted with the preſent ſtate of affairs. 1 
perceive that, with the valour of Charles XII. and 
a much ſuperior mind, you have more enemies to 
face than he had, when he returned to Stralſund, 
What is ſtill much more certain 1s that your fame, 
hereafter, will much exceed that of Charles ; 
becauſe you have gained as many victories as he 
did, over-more warlike enemies, and have done 

your ſubjects all that good which he neglected 
| to 
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to do, by giving life to the arts, founding colo- 
nies, and embelliſhing Cities. 

I do not notice other talents, equally fuperior 
and uncommon, which would have been ſufficient 
tohave rendered you immortal. Not one of theſe 


merits can your greateſt enemies deprive you of, 
Your fame is therefore ſafe from affault. Perhaps 


this fame is at this moment increaſed by fome 
victory ; though it cannot be taken away by any 
misfortune. Let me conjure. you never to loſe 
ſight of this idea, 


Your happineſs is the preſent dn: I 
ſhall not now ſpeak of the thirteen cantons. I 


ſhould yield to the pleaſure of telling your majeſ- 
ty how much you are beloved, in the country 
which I inhabit, but that I muſt inform you of 
the numerous partiſans you have in France. I 


know indubitably there are many people who 


wiſh that the balance which your victories had 
eſtabliſhed ſhould be maintained. ] limit myſelf 
to the relation of ſimple truth, without ventur- 
ing in any manner to interfere in politics ; they 
do not appertain to me. Allow me only to think, 

ſhould fortune be entirely averſe to you, that you 


would find a laft reſource in France, a nation 


which is the guarantee of fo many treaties. Nor 
can Ibut ſappoſe that your knowledge'and under- 
fang! will keep this in reſerve; that youwill ſtill 

4 have 
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have ſufficient extent of domains to bold a very 
conſiderable rank in Europe; and that the great 
elector your anceſtor was not the leſs reſpected 
for having ceded ſome of his conqueſts. Permit 
me, fire, once again to think thus, while I ſub- 
mit my thoughts to your majeſty. Cato and 
Otho, whoſe deaths your majeſty ſo much ap- 
proves, had ſcarcely any choice, except of ſervi - 
tude or of death. Otho even was not certain he 
might be ſuffered to live. He did but, by 
voluntary death, prevent that which might have 
been inflicted, © | 

Our manners and your ſituation are far from 
requiring you ſhould take any ſuch reſolution. 
In a word, it is highly neceſſary you ſhould live. 
You cannot but know how dear your life is 9 
2 numerous family, and to all who hã ve the ho- 
nour to approach you. The affairs of Europe, 
you are convinced, never can long remain in the 
ſame ſtate ; and that it is the duty of a man like 
you to wait the courſe of events. a 

I will be bold enough to ſay more. Believe 
me, were your courage to induce you heroically. 
to end your exiſtence, the act would not be ap- 
plauded: your very partiſans would condemn 
you, and your enemies would triumph. Re- 
member too what the outrages would be which 
the fanatic nation of bigots would commit on 
your 


” 
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your memory. Such would be all the renown 
you would acquire by voluntary death. You 
ought not to afford thoſe cowardly enemies of the 
human race the pleaſure of inſulting a name fo 


reſpectable. 155 
Be not offended at the liberty with which an 


old man addreſſes you, who has ever revered and 


loved you, and whoſe opinion it is, from long ex- 
perience, that very ren advantages may be ac- 


| mms from misfortune. 


But we fortunately are far from ſeeing you re- 
duced to extremities ſo fatal, I expect every 
thing from your courage and your underſtand- 
ing, except ſo baneful an act as this ſame courage 
has led me to apprehend. ' It will afford me con- 
ſolation, when I take leave of life, to think I 
have left a philoſophic king on earth, 


L. ET TER CCLIN. 


I From M. de Voltaire. 
SIRE, | October, 1757. 


vou R Epiltle | * Erfurth is full of ad- 


mirable and affecting paſſages. Beauties will ever 
be diſcovered in all you do, and in all you write. 
Permit me to inform you of what I have written 


to. 


— 


. 
9 o * * 
8 WE 5 ae Fon. 
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to her royal highneſs, your worthy ſiſter; which 
is that the Epiſtle would incite tears, did. you not 
ſpeak of yourſelf, But it is not here meant to 
diſcuſs, with your majeſty, what may bring this 
monument“ of a great ſoul and a great genius 
to perfection; the queſtion relates to yourſelf, 
and to the intereſt which all the wiſe part of 
mankind, as well as philoſophy, attaches to your 
renown, and your preſervation, | 
Jou reſolve to die—I will not here bel of 
the painful horror with which ſuch an intention 
inſpires me: but I conjure you at leaft to ſuſpect 
little you can perceive, from the eminence on 
which by rank you are placed, what are the opi- 
nions of men, and what is the ſpirit of the times. 
As a king, you want ſuch information; and as a 
philoſopherandagreatman, youfix your attention 
wholly on thoſe examples which the great men of 
- antiquity have afforded. You are enamoured of 
fame; and this you think is not to be obtained but 
by dying in a manner which other men rarely 
chuſe, and which no ſovereign of Europe has ever 
thought on, ſince the fall of the Roman empire. 
But alas, fire, while thus enamoured of glory, 
how can you perſiſt in a project by which it muſt 
be loſt? I have already repreſented to you the 
grief of your friends, the triumph of your ene- 


„Meaning the Epiſtle, T. 


mies, 
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mies, and the inſults of à certain claſs of men, 


who will cowardly think i i ene to crimi- 
r ON AARPH 5 

I bere add, for chis is the moment to ſpeak 
en reſerve, no one will regard you as the 


martyr of liberty. We ought not to deceive our- 
ſelves. Tou know the anger with which many 


courts conſider your invaſion of Saxony as an in- 


fraction of the rights of nations. What will be 
ſaid in theſe courts That you have puniſhed 
yourſelf for this invaſion; and that you were un- 


able to reſiſt the chagrin of not being able to dic · 


tate to monarchs. You will be accuſed of prema- 
ture deſpair, when itſhall be known that this fatal 
determination was taken in Erfurth, at this time, 
when you are maſter of Sileſia and Saxony. Your 
Epiſtle from Erfurth will be examined, an inju- 
rious criticiſm of it will be written, and, though 
unjuſtly, your name will thus' be wronged. 

All which I have laid before your majeſty is 
the exact truth; and the man whom I have called 
the Solomon of the North 1 in his ſecret thoughts 
adds much more. 

He fears in effect that, ſhould he take this fa- 
tal reſolution, he will feek an honour which he 
never can enjoy. He feels a determination not 
to be humbled by perfonal enemies; he therefore 

takes 


. 
takes part with gloomy ſelf. love, and encourages 
deſpair. ol 

In oppoſition to theſe 88 liſten to 
your ſuperior reaſon : by this you will be. told 
you are not humbled, nay that you cannot be: ; 
it will inform you that, being but man, let what 
will happen, there will {till remain ſomething ;- 
nay enough to render other men happy—wealth, 
dignity, and friends. A man, who is but a 
king, may ſuppoſe himſelf very unfortunate 
when he loſes his domains ; but a philoſopher 
may live without domains. 

Once again, without in the leaſt Wedchg i in 
politics, I cannot believe you will not have ſuf- 
ficient left to remain a conſiderable monarch. 
Should you think proper to contemn all human 
grandeur, as did Charles V. queen Chriſtina, 
king Caſimir, and many others, you will ſupport 
this character better than any of them; and in- 
ſtead of the loſs of, it would to you be additional 
grandeur. In fine, any reſolution would be pro- 
per except the odious and deplorable one which 
you have taken. Was it worth the trouble you 
took to become a philoſopher, if you could not 
learn to live like a private man? Or, though a 
king, if you could not ſupport adverſity? 

In all I have ſaid, I have no other intereſt than 
that of the public good, and of your majeſty. 

VOL. vil. Ee I ſhall 
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1 ſhall ſoon enter my ſixty-fifth year: I was born 
infirm : I have but a moment to live. I have 
been unhappy ; this you know :, but I ſhall die 
che reverſe, if I can but leave you on earth, put. 
ling that doctrine in practice which you have ſo 
won ren written, 1 


LETTER cclav. 


ö From the King. 
| October 9, 1757, 
MAN was I born, und therekee nut oppoſe 
My fortitude to man's eternal foes. 


- Yet, though theſe are my ſentiments, I am 
far from condemning thoſe of Orho and Cato. 
be only great moment in the life of the latter 
| was that which immediately preceded his death, 


Were 1 Valtaire, « privats nin, 
_ Concentrate in my narrow plan, 
T be florms of fate I'd laughing view, 
And think, and ſpeak, and act, like you. 
How worthleſs crowns and grandeurs are; 
How vile is Flattery's crouching eare ; 
Ho inſignificant, how vain, _ 
Is Pomp, with all her yawning train ; * 
Ho poor a thing is Fame, that's read LM . © 
In hiſtory when the hero's dead; | 
Of how much higher actual worth _ | t. 
A moment's bliſs, beftow'd on earthy To 
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. To evry breath Renown can blow; GET If 1 
| Alll this, alas! and more I know. _ 


Wo then would envy kings, or trace | 
In them of heay'n the choſen race? 
Or when, with light unburthen'd heart, 
( © Came peaceful Pleaſure, void of art, 8 
Ok affectation, rancour, guile, 


No; neꝰ er did Fortune's frown, unbleſt, 
Or Fortune's fawning, break my reſt; 
Not her caprice can wound my pride: 
Far diff*rent rules I make my guide ! 
Each man, however wiſe or brave, 
Of circumſtances is the ſlave ; 
By leading theſe, himſelf though led, 
He proof affords of heart and head. 
Were I Voltaire, once more I ſay, 
In ſylvan ſhades I'd fing and play, | . 
Among a ſimple honeſt race, | 
In whom the golden age we trace: 
But, being what I am, *twere fit, 
Though on the rocks the veſſel ſplit, | 
Though howling ſtorms deſtruction wing, 


| To act, and think, and live, and die a king. 


— ͥ — 


LETTER CCLVe 
From M. de Voltaire. wag. 
HM . 51RE, November 1g, 1757 
Your epiſtle to D'Argens made me 


tremble 3 but that with which your majeſty has 
"Was honoured 
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honoured me has reſtored my courage. You 
ſeem to take a formal and mo al adieu, and 
determine to haſten your own death; and this 
determination not only led a heart like mine to 
deſpair, a heart which you never have ſufficiently 
ſearched, and which has ever been attached to 
you, under all circumſtances, but my affliction 
was increaſed, by recollecting the unjuſt accu- 
ſations which. a part of mankind pay have 


brought againſt your majeſty. 
I yield the palm to your four laſt lines, which 


are as admirable from their meaning asfrom the | 


circumſtances under which they have been uritten: 


But, being what I am, twere fit, 
Though on the rocks the veſſel ſplit, 7 

Though howling ſtorms deſtruction wing, 
To act, and think, and live, and die a king. 


Theſe ſentiments are worthy of your mind ; 
and the only meaning which I can diſcover in 
them is that you will, with your accuſtomed va- 


lour, defend yourſelf to the laſt extremity. One 


of the proofs of this valour, which riſes ſuperior 
to all accidents, is that of being able to write 
good poetry, at a crifis when any other man 
would ſcarcely be able to write a few lines in 
proſe. I appeal to yourſelf whether this demon- 
ſtration of the ſuperiority of your ſoul muſt not 
inſpire a wiſh that you' ſhould live. For my 

| own 


— 


- Lu 
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'bwn part, I want the courage to write in verſe to 
your majeſty, remembering as I do your preſent 
ſituation ; but permit me _ to tell you my 
thoughts. 
In the firſt place, be bwin you are now in 
poſſeſſion of more fame than you ever have 
been. All military men, from all parts, give it as 
their opinion that you behaved, at the battle of 
the 18th, like the prince of Conde at Senef; and 
that in every other reſpect you have acted like 
Turenne. Grotius has ſaid—# 1 can ſuffer ca- 
et lumny and poverty; but I cannot exiſt under 
e the aſſaults of calumny, poverty, and ignominy 
“ united.” Lou, in your reverſe of fortune, are 
crowned with glory, and {till poſſeſs great do- 
mains. Winter is coming, and the face of aft- 
fairs may change. 
Jour majeſty knows that more than one man 
of conſequence thinks a balance of power is ne- 
ceſſary, and that the politics which tend to effect 
the contrary are deteſtable. Such are the very 
words of certain perſons. 

I will venture to add that Charles XII. ohd 
poſſeſſed your courage, but wanted your informa- 

tion, as well as your compaſſion for the ſuffering 
people, made peace with the czar without ſelf 
degradation. It would be unbecoming in me 

Ee to 
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to ſay more, though your ſuperior penetration 
will ſupply every thing I have omitted. 
It is my duty to do no more than to repreſent 
to your majeſty how neceſſary your life is to 
your family, to your remaining provinces, and to 
philoſophers, whom you may enlighten and ſup- 
port; and who, believe me, would find it exceed - 
ingly difficult to juſtify to the world a voluntary 
death, againſt which univerſal prejudice would 
loudly exclaim. I muſt further acknowledge 
that, act as you will, you cannot but act greatly. 
From this my diſtant retreat I find myſelf 
more intereſted in your fate than I was at Potſ- 
dam and Sans-Souci, My retreat would be 
happy, and my infirm old age comforted, could 
I be certain of your life, which your returning 
bounty renders additionally dear tome. 

I am informed that his royal highneſs the 
prince of Pruſſia is very ill: this is an increaſe 
of affliction, and a new reaſon why you ſhould 
take care of yourſelf, I will allow that a mo- 
mentary exiſtence in ſcenes of afſliction, and 
' between two eternities which engulph us, 1s a 
mere trifle : but to bear the burthen of life 
is well worthy of your great fortitude ; and 
to ſupport adverſity like a hero is to be truly a 
king. 8 


en 
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Dee er TER” eee 


From tbe King. 


Breſlau, January 16, 1758. 


al HAVE received your letter dated the 
22d of November, and your other of the 2d of 
January, on the ſame day“. I ſcarcely had time 
to write in proſe, much leſs in verſe, in reply. I 
thank you for the part which you take in the for- 
tunate chances by which I have been ſeconded, 
at the cloſe of a campaign when all ſeemed loſt, 
Live happy and peaceably at Geneva; to him 
who does not ſo live the world is a cypher ; and 

pray that the inflammatory heroic fever of Europe 
may ſoon be cured, that the triumvirate may be 
- ruined, and that the tyrants of the earth may 
make no uſe of thoſe chains which they have 

forged for its ſlavery. 


FREDERIC, 


I am not ill, either in body or mind, but I am 
taking ſome reſt in my chamber. This is what 
has given birth tothe rumours which my enemies 
have ſpread. I may however anſwer them as 


Neither of theſe letters, ſay the Baſil editors, are to be 
found, They add that many others are wanting. T. 
Ee 4 Demoſthenes 
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Demoſthenes did the Athenians—“ Well, if 
ce Philip were dead, what then? Oh Athenians! 
c You then would ſoon raiſe up another Philip!” 

Oh Auſtrians ! Your ambition, and your de. 
fire of univerſal dominion, would ſoon raiſe 
vou up other enemies; and the freedom of 

Germany, and that of Europe, would never 

want defenders ! 


LETTER CCLVIIL 


From M. de Voltaire. 
April 1 $4 1958, 

GREAT mafter of the fword and quill, 
Since you delight to rhime and kill, 
Go on ! To verſe and war give birth; 
Inſtruct at once and ravage earth 
The verſe I love, the war I hate, 
But I ſubmit to you and Fate; 
For oppoſition were but vain, 
Your character you muſt ſuſtain. 
Yet ſure *tis worth our while to note 
What contraſts like to theſe promote; 
And how you got, with ſo much caſe, 
The double art to ns pleaſe. 


Recolled the perſon however who, on a 
former occaſion, ſaid 


Et 
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u quoique admirateur d' Alexandre et &. Alcide, | 
Niall aimd micux choifir les vertus & Ariſtide . 
This Ariſtides was a good man: he would 

not have propoſed to make the archbiſhop of 
Mentz pay all expences and damages ſuſtained 
by ſome poor ruined Greek town. It is evident 
that your majeſty has incurred the cenſures of 
Rome, by your pleaſant ſcheme of making the 
church pay for the crockery which you have 
broken. To ſcreen you from excommunication- 
major, I, like a good citizen, have adviſed you 
to pay yourſelf, I recolle& that your majeſty 
has often told me the people of were fools. 
Really, fire, you are very good, to wiſh to reign 
over ſuch people. I imagine my propoſal very 
favourable to you, when I requeſt you to ſuffer. 
them to be governed by whom they pleaſe. 


I thought, fire, you, being much inclin'd 
To laugh, while drubbing poor mankind, 
O'er men of wit lov'd moſt to reign. 

If ſo, why not old Rome regain ? 


As I am exceedingly vexed to pay three 
twentieths of my effects, and to ruin myſelf 


* Though I admire Alexander and Hercules, I ſhould 
prefer the virtues of Ariſtides. Voltaire repeatedly quotes 
theſe lines, to remind the king of his own deciſion in favour of 
Juſtice, T. ' | 

+ The word Weſtphalia, I imagine, is omitted. T. 

p Dn FRY that 
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that I may have the honour of making war on 
you, perhaps you will ſuſpect that, when I pro- 
pole peace, it is from motives of cunning; but no, 
not in the leaſt ; it is only that you may not run 
the daily riſk of being killed by croats, huſſars, 
and other barbarians, who are wholly un- 
acquainted with what is a beautiful line in 

poetry. 1 

FPuoour miniſters at Breda have no doubt views 
ſuperior to mine. Neither the duke de Choiſeul, 
prince Kaunitz, nor Mr. Pitt, have revealed their 
ſecret to me; it is ſaid to be known only to one 
M. de Saint-Germain, who formerly ſupped in 
the city of Trent with the fathers of the council, 
and who will probably have the honour to be 
acquainted with your majeſty ſome fifty years 
hence. This man is one who never dies, and 
who knows all things. For my part, being ready 

to take my leave, knowing nothing, my only 
with is that your majeſty wa acquainted with 
the duke de Choiſeul. 

Your majeſty writes me 8 you will endea- 
vour to become a good · for- nothing fellow. This 
is excellent intelligence indeed! But pray what 
are you maſters of mankind ? I have ſeen you 
entertain great affection for thoſe good - for- no- 
thing fellows Trajan, Marcus Aurelius, and Ju- 
lian. Continue to reſemble them, but do not 

| 2 5 by 
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by your jokes embroil me with the duke de 


Choiſeul. 
On which I preſent thy! reſet to your ma- 


jeſty, and very civilly pray the Deity to nn 


peace on his earthly i images. 


LETTER CCLVIL. 


From M. a vlan. 

| May a, 1758, 
— well Liver 
Of Frenchmen's backs you had full view : 
You bled them with your Pruffian leeches ; 
You cut the waiſtbands of their breeches: 
But that yo would, of what you ſaw, 
Immortal comic ſketches draw, 
A favour was too ſingular : ; 
For them to dream you would 2 1 
The fops, howe'er, are taught to know, 
By this, their many- gifted foe, | 


At preſent, rhimes, in oz or it, 
But little exerciſe your wit; 
Mars raging now with fearful ire, 
Has broken poor Apollo's lyre! | 
In winter, Horace, and his friends, 
Find at your court a large amends : 
Of war, in ſpring, your mind is full: 
Thys are your moments never dull. 

. I know 


| 
. 
* 
9 
: 
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I know nothing ſo pleaſant, fire, as the leave 
of abſence* which you granted on the 6th of 
November, 1757. Let it ſeems to me chat, in 
this very month of November, you galloped full 
ſpeed to Breſlau, and that you merely ſinged 
our whiſkers on your march. The moſt excellent 
ſentence of the parliament of Paris pronounced 
- againſt the Philoſophy of Good Senſe, by D'Ar- 
gens , and La Loi Naturelle (Natural Law) 
might very well find a place in the Hiſtory of 
Les Culs; but it ought to be in the divine 
chapter of Les Torche-culs of Gargantua. The 
work of theſe gentlemen is well worthy of being 


| conſigned to the water-cloſet : and indeed it is 


nearly thus that the jmpertinent remonſtrances, 
made by the parliament, have been treated at 
court. Its members never can be reproached 
with poſſeſſing ** The Philoſophy of Good 
-55 Senfe.”. -- 

Paris it is ſaid is more mad than ever; though 
not poſſeſſed by that kind of madneſs which 
genius ſometimes authoriſes, but by a ſpecies of 
phrenzy that greatly reſembles folly, 


© Meaning the battle of Roſbach. * 
+ A work by the marquis d' Argens, intitled La Philoſophic 
du bon Sens, was condemned by the parliament, nearly about 
the fon tee 9s wit thr pee FN, tie Volein on Zo Lot 
derb a . 


But 
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But I vill not myſelf be guilty of the folly of 
Jonger intruding upon your majeſty's time; for 
I ſhould rob the Auſtrians, to hom it is con- 
ſecrated. I continually pray that the philoſophy 
of good ſenſe may grant you peace, and that its 
kingdom may come: For, to ſpeak truth, amid 
ſuch multiplied maſſacres, this is the kingdom of 
Satan: and the philoſophers who affirm that 
** whatever is is right,” know very littie of the 
matter. All will be right, Araber rae M. 
e e e 290 4 
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LETTER cox.” 


From the King. 


' Ramenau, September 2B, wy 

1 AM very much obliged to the hermit of 

the Dilices + for the part which he takes in the 
adventures of the Don Quixote of the north. 
This Don Quixote lives the life of a ſtrolling 


* Now, dear Cineas, victorious and happy, we may laugh at 
our caſe, and take our pleaſure. 
+ So' Voltaire called his place of reſidence, T. 


player, 
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* 
- 
* 
* * 


player, who-ſametimes plays on one ſtage and 
ſometimes on another, is occaſionally hiſſed and 
occaſſonally applauded. The laſt! piece in which 
be played was che Thebaid, and ſcarcely was ſo 


much as the candle · ſnuffer left alive v. I know 


not what will be the reſult of all this; but I am of 
opinion, with our good Epicureans, that the au- 
ditors are more fortunate than thoſe 7g nn 
their appearance on the ſtages: - 

Though Jam here and there 10d une 
I occafionally hear of what is paſſing in the re- 
public of letters; and the babler with a hundred 
tongues is wholly filent, concerning you. I have 
a great inclination to ſhout in your ear Brutus, 
thou ſleepeſt! Three ears have paſſed ſince we 


have had any new editions of your works. What 
are you doing? If you have written any thing 


new, let me beg you to ſend it me. 
I wiſh you all the tranquillity and peace of 
which I myſelf am in want. 


Adieu. 
| ' FREDERIC. 


* + Statius tells us hate f e ab 
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LETTER crx. 


From the King. 
| | Odftober6, 1758. 
You may eaſily judge what my affliction 
muſt be, from the ills which I have ſuſtained. 
There are misfortunes which courage and perſe- 


verance may repair; but there are others againſt _ 


which all the fortitude with which we can arm 
_ ourſelves, and all the apothegms of philoſophers, 
afford but vain and ineffectual aid. Such are 
thoſe with which' my unfortunate ſtar overwhelms 
me, in the moſt nn and buſy moments 


of my life. 


I have not, as you have been informed, been | 


ill ; my only diſeaſe conſiſts in hemorrhoidal and 
ſometimes nephritic colics. Did it depend on 
myſelf, I would fall the voluntary victim of death, 
which ſoon or late theſe kind of maladies occa- 


fion, could I by that have prolonged the life of 


her who will no more ſee the light of day“. Do 
not forget her, but let me entreat you to collect all 
your powers, to raiſe a monument to her honour, 
You need ae do her juſtice; for, vitheut the 


„The margraveſs of Bargith. 


| leaſt | 
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leaſt * from truth, you will find mate - 
rials the moſt ample, and the moſt dignified. 
I wiſh you more peace and happineſs than I 


mo en 


FRED ERIc. 


125 ET Tr EM CCLXL 
From M. de Voltaire. 


9 Onthe Death of hr Royal Highneſs the Margravels of 
Bareith. | 


| 3 | December, 1755. 
1 —— ſhade! Of woe the general theme! 
Fo For thee when ſhall our ſorrows ceaſe to ſtream ? 
Let ſay, rememb'ring how thou didit expire, 
| Mut we bewail thee moſt, or moſt admire ? | 


WE | Thine virtue, genius were.; their laws thy anide 3 
In wiſdom haſt thou liv'd, in wiſdom died ! 
- *© © © Slow was thy death; yet fear didſt thou diſcloſe 
No more than in the battle's heat thy brother knows. 
Devoid of prejudice, nor eꝰ er beguiPd 1 
- By Superſtition, old Impoſture's child, 
Tortur'd thou never wert by terrors mean, 
Oft tyrant gods, or ghoſts of bigot-ſplcen, 


But other tortures, miniſters of death, 
Languors that watch t' imbibe the vital breath, 
Reſign' d, endure thou didſt, as each took birth; 
Lamenting only thoſe that ravaged earth. 


Oh! 
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Oh! At this moment, how would earth rejoides 
Had Vengeance and falſe Int'reſt heard thy voice ! 1 

Of balmy Peace what bleſſings ſhould we know! = 
Of blood what torrents would have ceas d to flow! 


Thy brother now, in dignified repoſe, 

From cares reliev'd, reliev'd from hoſts of foes, 45 
Hero and ſage, from meaner troubles free, 

Would know no grief, but that of loſing thee! 

From ViRory's car he'd bid the lily bloom, 

And plant the cypreſs round thy hallow'd tomb : 
While Fame ſhould add her wreath, and join with Peace, 
To ſoothe his grief, and bid affliction ceaſe, 

Thy wondrous friendſhip now ſhould ſwell his lays 3 | 
Berlin ſhould echo back the plaintive praiſe : 

For not to me does praiſe like thine belong; 

Tis his t' immortalize thy name in ſong. 

The above, fire, was what my grief dictated; 
ſome time after the aſtoniſhment of affliction with 
which I was overwhelmed by the death of my 
protectreſs, had in part ceaſed: Since ſuch are 
your majeſty's commands, I ſend you theſe 
verſes. I am old, as will be evidently ſeen; but 
the heart, which will ever be yours and the ador- 
able ſiſter's for whom you grieve, will never 
grow old. 

I could not, in theſe feeble fk but recolle& 
the efforts which this worthy princeſs made, to 
reſtore peace to Europe. All her letters, as you 
certainly know, paſſed through my hands. The 

vol, v11. 1 miniſter, 
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miniſterꝰ, who was himſelf of her opinion, but 
who was obliged to reply by a letter dictated to 
him, is dead of grief. Now, in my old age, and 
overburthened by infirmities, I ſee with pain all 
that is paſſing: but I conſole myſelf in the hope 
that you will be as fortunate as you deſerve to be. 
The phyſician Tronchin ſays that your hemor- 
| rhoidal colic is not dangerous; but he fears leſt 
ſo many labours ſhould affect the ſtate of your 
blood. This man is certainly the greateſt phyſician 
in Europe, and the only one acquainted with na- 
ture. He aſſured me that remedies might be ap- 
' plied for the effectual recovery of your auguſt 
ſiſter, fix months previous to her death. I did all 
in my power to induce her to commit herſelf to 
the care of Tronchin ; but ſhe confided in igno- 
rant obſtinacy ; and Tronchin announced her 
death to me' two months before the fatal mo- 
ment. Never did I feel deſpair more ſenſibly. 
She has fallen the victim of the ſelf-ſufficiency 
of thoſe who undertook her cure. 
Be careful of yourſelf, fire, for you are neceſ- 
ſary to mankind, 10 


Cardinal de Tenein. The abbẽ de Bernis obliged him to 
ſigu a letter, which he ſent him, to break off all negotiation. 


LET. 
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LET TE R u 
From the King. 


Breſlau, January 2, 1769. 
I DO not merit all the praiſes you beſtow 
on me, We have eſcaped from danger by an 
almoſt : but, conſidering the multitudes whom 
we have to oppoſe, to do more were next to 
impoſſible. We have been vanquiſhed, and like 
Francis I. we have ſaid—“ All is loſt EXCept 
© our honour.” 

You have great reaſon to regret marſhal Keith, 
whoſe loſs will be felt by the army and by pri- 
vate ſociety. Daun takes advantage of the dark- 
neſs of night, during which little is left for cou- 
rage to perform. Yet are we on our legs, and are 
preparing again to advance. 

Perhaps the Turk, more chriſtian-like than the 
catholic apoſtolic powers, will not ſuffer political 
banditti to give themſelves airs, and to conſpire 
againſt a prince whom they have d, and 
by whom they were not moleſted. 

Live happily, and pray to God for the unfor- 
tunate, the apparently damned, for they are 
obliged continually to be at warfare. Vale. 

FRED ERIC. 
Ffs..* | 
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LETTER CCLXII. 
5 From the King. | 


| Breſlau, January 23, 1759. 
I HAVE received the verſes you have 
written, It ſhould ſeem I did not explain my- 
ſelf ſufficiently. I wiſh for ſome more ſplendid 
and public teſtimony. All Europe ſhould be 
taught to weep, with me, for virtue too little 
known. My name muſt not have any participa- 
tion in the eulogium ; the world muſt be told 
that ſhe was worthy of immortality, which it is 
for you to beſtow. It has been ſaid that Apel- 
les only was worthy to paint Alexander; and I 
believe your pen alone is worthy of rendering this 
ſervice to her who will remain the eternal ſubject 
of my tears. I incloſe ſome poetry, written in 
a camp, and which I ſent to her a month before 
that cruel cataſtrophe which has deprived us 
of her everlaſtingly. The verſes are certainly 
not worthy of her, but they at leaſt bear the true 
impreſſion of feeling. In a word, I ſhall not die 
fatisfied, till you ſhall firſt have ſurpaſſed yourſelf 
in the acquittal of this mournful duty, which I 
require you to perform. 
Pray for peace; but, even ſhould victory bring 
Peace, 
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peace, neither peace nor victory, nor all the uni- 
verſe contains, còuld ever alleviate the cruel ſor- 
rows which conſume me. | 
Live you more happily, at Lauſanne, and ren- 
der yourſelf worthy that I ſhould wholly forget 


the paſt. | 
| FREDERIC. 


—  __ 
L ET TER -- CELIIV; 
From the King. 

| Breſlau, March 2, 1759. 

YOUR letter contains an expreſs contra- 
diction in words and things. Youaffirm your ima- 
gination is fled, yet at the ſame time your whole 
Epiſtle abounds in fancy. You ought to have 
been more on your guard, in writing to me, and 
to have ſuppreſſed the fine fire with which at the 
age of ſixty-five you are ſtill animated. I much 
fear leſt it ſhould be with you as with the ma- 


Jority of mankind, whoſe thoughts are all fixed 
on the future, and who forget the paſt. 


The human mind, on ſordid int'reſt bent, 
On virtue dead no longer is intent. 


My poetry is not written for the public. I 
have neither imagination enough, nor am 1 


Ff 3 ſuffi- 
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ſufficiently acquainted with the language, to 
| write good poetry; and mediocrity in rhyme is 
deteſtable, All that can be ſaid is that it is 
ſufferable among friends, I ſend you verſes 
of various kinds, but which all taſte of the ſame 
ſoil, and partake of the times in which they were 
written. As you are, at preſent, a rich and po- 
tent lord, I have no fear of making you pay 
_ dearly for the poſtage of my nonſenſe. I ſend 
you by the ſame poſt all the wretched ſtuff by 
the writing of which I have at intervals amuſed 
myſelf. 

I now come to the article which ſeems moſt 
to affect you; and I give you every aſſurance to 
think no more of the paſt, and to grant you ſa- 
tisfaction. But firſt let a man die in peace whom 
you have eruelly perſecuted “, and who, ac- 
cording to every appearance, has but a ſhort 
time to live. 

With reſpect to what I have . of you, 
T ſtill have it very much at heart; be it in proſe 
or be it in verſe; each is to me indifferent. Such 
a tribute is neceſſary, to eternize virtue ſo pure 
and ſo uncommon, and which has not been 
generally enough known. Were J perſuaded I 
could write well, I would not commit the taſk 
to any one; but, as you are certainly the firſt x 


. Maupertuis. 
man 
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man of our age, I can only addreſs myſelf to 
you. | 0 

I am again on the point of recommencing my 
curſed erratic life. It often happens that I re- 
ceive letters from Berlin dated fix months back, 
I therefore do not expect immediately to receive 
your anſwer ; but I hope you will not forget a 
work which, on your part, will but be an a& of 
gratitude. 


Adieu, 
FRE DERIC. 


LET TER CCLXV. 


From the King. 


| Breſlau, March 12, 1759. 
Ir muſt be confeſſed that your months do 
not reſemble the weeks of the prophet Daniel ; 
his weeks are ages, and your months are days. 
I have received the Ode, which has coſt you 
ſo little, which 1s very beautiful, and which cer- 
tainly will not do you diſhonour. This is the 
firſt moment of conſolation I have for five months 
enjoyed. Let me entreat you to have it printed, 
and to diſperſe it through the four quarters of 
the world. It ſhall not be long before [ will 
teſtify my gratitude to you, 
Ff4 I ſend 
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I ſend you an old Epiſtle, which I wrote a 
year ago; but, as you are mentioned in it, it is 
for you-to defend yourſelf, if you think yourſelf 
able ſo to do. The verſes themſelves are bad, 
but I am perſuaded that what they affirm is truth: 
ſuch at leaſt 1s my opinion. 

The older we grow the more are we perſuaded 


that his ſacred majeſty Chance does three-fourths 


of the work of this wretched world ; and that 
thoſe who think themſelyes the wiſeſt are the 
greateſt lunatics, among the unfeathered ſpecies 
of bipeds, of which we have the honour to be a 
part. he ON 
I may in conſcience be pardoned ſoleciſms, 

and bad poetry, made in the midſt of tumult, 
cares, and perplexities, by which I am inceſſantly 
ſurrounded. 

You wiſh to be mad of what Neaulme is 


printing ; ; and this information you require from 


me, who know wot whether Neaulme be till in 


. exiſtence, who have not for almoſt theſe three 


years ſet foot in Berlin, and whoſe only intelli- 


| gence comes from Fermor, Daun, Soubiſe, Lau- 
trichauſſen, and a claſs of men concerning whom 
you trouble yourſelf very little; and concerning 


whom, likewiſe, I ſhould be very glad not to 


trouble myſelf at all. 


Adieu. Live . and preſerve peace in 
your 


/ 
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your Swiſs Signiory; for the wars of the pen and 
of the ſword are but ſeldom ſucceſsful. 

I know not what will be my deſtiny this year; 


but, in caſe of misfortune, I recommend myſelf 


to your prayers, and requeſt a maſs from you, 
to relieve my ſoul from purgatory ; ſhould there 
any purgatory be found, in the other world, 
worſe than the life I lead in this. 

- FREDERIC. 


L. NT N COLI 
From the King. 


Breſlau, March 21, 1759. 

Yo U have not been entirely miſtaken; I 

am on the point of marching ; and though not 

to lay fiege, I am on the march to reſiſt my per- 
ſecutors, 

I have been delighted with the correctians 
and additions which you have made, in and to 
your Ode. Nothing gives me more pleaſure 
than whatever relates to this ſubject. The new 
ſtanzas are very beautiful, and I ardently wiſh 
that the whole were already printed. You may 
add a letter to it, if ſuch be your good pleaſure; 
and, though I am exceedingly indifferent con- 


cerning what may be ſaid of me in France, and 


elſewhere, 
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elſewhere, no one will vex me by attributing my 
Hiſtory of Brandenburg to you. This is to ſup- 
poſe it exceedingly well written, and rather to 
praiſe me than to blame. 

Amid the tumultuous troubles in which I am 
about to engage, I ſhall not have time to en- 
quire what libels may be written againſt me in 


Europe, or whether I ſhall be calumniated ; but 


I ſhall always be convinced, and ſhall remain a 
proof of the fact, that my enemies have made 
great efforts to overwhelm me. I know not 
whether the obje& be worth the trouble. 

I wiſh you that tranquillity and peace which I 
ſhall never enjoy, while thus unremuttingly per- 


ſecuted by Europe. 


Adieu. * uh 
FREDERIC. 


P. S. You have ſpoken ſo much to me of the 
phyſician, Tronchin, that I beg you would con- 
ſult him, relative to the health of my brother 
Ferdinand, which is in a very bad ſtate. In the 
courſe of laſt year he had two inflammatory fevers, 


which had left him in a ſtate of great weakneſs. 


To this are added the ſymptoms of night ſweats, 
with a cough and a diſcharge from the lungs. 


The phyſicians here believe an abſceſs is formed 


in the lungs; and, having ſeen myſelf ſo many 


ſimilar caſes, which always have proved fatal to 
the 
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the patient, my fears for his life are very great, 
Not that I think death very near ; but I dread a 
decline, which with the fall of the leaf will bring 
him to the grave, I think it my duty to neglect 
nothing, and to try what aid art can afford; 
though I have but little confidence in phyſicians, 
I requeſt you would confult Tronchin, to 
know what are his thoughts, and whether he 
imagines my brother may be ſaved. I ought 
to add, for the information of the phyſician, that 
his urine is very red and highly coloured; that 
the expectorated pus has a bad ſmell ; that his 
weakneſs is great, his dejection conſiderable, 
and that he has every ſymptom of a ſlow fever, 
which however does not make its appearance by 
day, during which the pulſe is feeble. May be 
Entertain better hopes of the caſe than I do! 


—————  — —_ — — — 


L E TE RR CCLEXVIL 


From M. de Voltaire. 


SIRE, Aux Dfllices, March 27, 1759. 


I RECEIVED the letter with which your 
majeſty honoured me, written on the ſecond 
of March in the hand of your ſecretary, my 
Swiſs countryman, and ſigned Frederic. From 


this 


— 


* 
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this it appears your majeſty had not. ii re- 
ceived the ſmall monument which you required 
me, with feeble hands, to raiſe to your adorable 


ſiſter. I therefore here ſend another copy, which 


I commit to chance, recommending it to God, 
to the huſſars, and to thoſe curious perſons who 
open letters. Your packet, which I have re- 


ceived with your letter, contained your Ode to 
prince Henry, your Epiſtle to the lord marſhal, 
and your Ode to prince Ferdinand. There is 
one paſſage in that Ode of which you alone 
could be the author. It is not ſufficient to be 
in poſſeſſion of genius to write thus, but it is 


further neceſſary to be at the head of a hundred 


and fifty thouſand men. 


Your majeſty tells me, in your letter, hs it 
appears I am only deſirous of the baubles which 
you do me the honour to mention to me. True 
it 1s, after an attachment of more than twenty 
years, you ought to have forborne to have taken 
from me things which have no other value, in 
my eſtimation, than that which they acquired 
from the hand by which they were beſtowed. I 
could not even wear ſuch marks of my ancient 


devotedneſs to you, during the war: my lands 
are in France, though they are ſituated on the 

frontiers of Swiſſerland; they are entirely free; 
neither do I pay any thing to France; ſtill they 


are 
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are in the French dominions. I have rents in 
France to the amount of ſixty thouſand livres 
(two thouſand five hundred pounds ſterling) and 
my ſovereign has, by brevet, continued me in 
the place of gentleman in ordinary of his cham-. 
ber. I wiſh your majeſty to be firmly perſuaded 
that the proofs of bounty, and juſtice; which you 
wiſh to afford me, will no otherwiſe affect me 
than becauſe I have always regarded you as a 
great man: me you have never known. 

I do not in any manner requeſt the trifles 
which you ſuppoſe I ſo much deſire to poſſeſs. 
I will have none of them : I wiſh only for your 
good opinion. When I told you it was my de- 
fire to live and die with you, I told you nathing 
but the truth. | 

Your majeſty treats me like the reſt of the 
world. You laugh at me when you ſay the pre- 
fident is dying. He has. juſt had a law-ſuit with 
a girl, who wiſhed to be paid for a child which 
he manufactured for her. Would to the Lord I 
might have a ſimilar ſuit! But I am far from 
incurring any ſuch riſk. I have been very ill, 
and am very old: that I am very rich, very in- 
dependent, and very happy, I confeſs ; but you 
are wanting to my happineſs, and I ſhall ſoon 
die without having ſeen you. For this you trou- 


ble yourſelf but little, and I endeavour to follow 
your 
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your example. I love your verſe, your proſe, 
| your wit, and your bold and firm philoſophy. 
I have neither been able to live without you nor 
with you. I do not addreſs myſelf to the hero 
and the king; it is for monarchs ſo to addreſs 
you; but I converſe with a man who enraptured 
me, whom I have loved, and with whom I con- 
| tinueto be angry. 


nr - 
L E T T ER CCLXVIIL 
From M. de Voltaire. 


March 30, 1759. 

Tu OUGH the whole world be in arms 
and in alarms, I have notwithſtanding received 
all your majeſty's packets. The Epiſtle to her 
Beatirude, the abbeſs of Quedlimburg, on his 
moſt ſacred majeſty Chance, contains a great 
fund of truth; and, were it but poliſhed, I 
| ſhould regard it as the moſt philoſophic and beſt 
of your writings. From the date of theſe verſes, 
it ſhould appear that your majeſty amuſed your- 
ſelf in compoſing them ſome days previous to 
your adventure of Roſbach. You certainly were 
the only man in Germany who at that time wrote 


verſes. Chance was not on our fide, I cannot 
5 | but 
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but think that the man who boots himſelf at four 
in the morning has a great advantage, in play, 
over one who gets into his coach at noon. I 
paſſionately wiſh the game were ended, and that 
your days might be as peaceable as they are ſplen- 
did. Your majeſty has deigned to be not diſ- 
ſatisfied with the tribute of praiſe, and regret, 
which I have paid to the memory of the moſt 
reſpectable princeſs the world ever ſaw. True 
it is, my heart dictated the eulogium with tole- 
rable ſpeed ; it has been corrected by reflection 
more ſlow. Forgive me for having added the 
following ſtanza, which I ſubmit to your judg- 
ment. It ſeems to me that I have not ſuffi- 


ciently ſpoken of the courage with which that 
worthy princeſs ended her life, 


Tlluſtres meurtriers, victimet mercthaires, © 
Qui, redoutant la honte et ſurmontant la peur, 
Animes Pun par Pautre aux combats ſanguinaires, 
Fuiriez fi vous Pofiex, et mourem par honneur ; 

Une femme, une princeſſe,- 

Qui dedaigna la molleſſe, 

Qui du fort ſoutint ler coupe, 

Et qui vit d'une ame egale 

Pienir ſon heure fatale, 
Etait plus brave que vous v. 
3 Sort 


Illuſtrious murderers, mercenary victims, who, dreading 
ſhame and ſurmounting fear, by each other urged to the ſan- 
guinary field, would fly had you the courage, yet die ena- 


moured 
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Sort - ſoutint produces - a dil: agreeable caeo- 
phony : venir: ſeems to me too weak. I can 
find nothing better to ſubſtitute; and I confeſs 

that, next to the art of winning battles, nothing 
is more difficult than that of writing poetry. 

You would fly bad you the courage —Your ma- 
jeſty will ſay—Speak for yourſelves, gentlemen ; 


and I, inſignificant mortal, affirm that, had Czſar 


found himſelf alone in the middle of night, and 
expoſed incognito to a battery of cannon, from 
which there would be no means of eſcaping with 
life, except by covering himſelf up in a dung- 
hill, or by hiding in ſome place ftill ſweeter, 
Caius Julius Cæſar would have been diſcovered 
in the morning ſunken up to the very neck. 

This letter may happen to come to your ma- 
jeſty's hands under ſome battery, but you will 
not receive it up to the neck in a dunghill. 
Happy the man who like me crows, unmoleſted, 
on his own dunghill. | 

Receive, fire, with kindneſs the eſpe fol 
lies of the old Swiſs. 


moured of honour; lo a woman, a princeſs, who, while diſ- 
daining feminine terrors, ſupporting the aſſaults of Fate, and 
beholdiog with mind unmoved her fatal hour approach, was 
braver than you all. 


* 


LET. 


l 
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1. E y 2 * E R CCLXIX. 
From the King. 


 Bolckinkatn, April It, 1759s 


LI me requeſt you would diſtinguiſh 
ue times in which works are written. The 
Triſtia of Ovid and his Art of Love were the 
productions of different periods. The æra of 
my Elegies is ſtamped by the dreadful cataſtro- 
phe that left an arrow which will continue driven 
deeply in my heart, as long as I ſhall continue 
to ſee the light of day. 

My other pieces were compoſed during inter- 
vals ſuch as will occaſionally occur, be war as bot 
as it wil. I employ every weapon with which I 
may wound my enemies. I reſemble the por- 
cupine, that, erecting his quills, defends himſelf 
at all points. I do not affirm my defence is 
good; but it is requiſite that we ſhould exert 
our faculties, ſuch as they are, and deal the beſt 
| directed blows we are able, on our adverſaries. 
It ſhould ſeem as if every kind of decorum 
had been forgotten, in the preſent war. The 
moſt poliſhed nations attack each other like fe- 
rocious tigers. I bluſh for humanity : I bluſh 
for the age. We cannot but own that arts and 

VOL. VII, G 8 philoſo- 
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philoſophy are only diſpenſed to the few; the 


great maſs, the people, and the vulgar part of 
the nobility, ever remain what Nature made 


them ; that is to ſay, malignant animals. 
However great your fame may be, my dear 
Voltaire, do not imagine that the Auſtrian huſ- 


-  fars are acquainted with your writings. I can 


affure you they are much greater connoiſſeurs in 
brandy than in fine poetry, or the works of cele- 


rated authors. 


We ſhall ſoon begin another campaign, which 
will be at leaſt as hot a one as its predeceſſor. 


Prince Ferdinand affords my columns good ſup- 


port. God knows what will be the ĩſſue! But this 


Ican poſitively aſſure you, that they ſhall not pur- 
chaſe me at too cheap a rate; and that, if I fall, 


the enemy muſt hew and ftrew the road to my 
deſtruction with dreadful carnage. - 


Adieu. I wiſh you every thing of which F 
find myſelf in want. | 
P. S. It is faid your poem on Natural Law, 


Fl the Philoſophy of Good Senſe, and the work 


of Helyetius on the Underſtanding, have all 
been burnt at Paris. Do but admire how apt 
vanity is to flatter itſelf. © 1 derive a kind of 
glory, at perceiving that the very fame epocha, 
which France has choſen to make war on me, is 


that in which war is made on good ſenſe by that 


nation. 
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ae COLES... 
From the King. 

Landſhut, April 18, 1759. 
Vo R letters have been delivered to me 
without having been opened, either by huſſars, 
French, or other barbarians. Men may write 
whatever they pleaſe with great impuvity, with- 
out being # the head of a hundred and ſixty 
thouſand men, provided they do not print. 
Works have often been printed more ſtrong 
than 1 evet have written, or ever ſhall write, 
without che leaft harm having happened to the 
Author: witneſs your Maid of Orleans. For 

ry own part, I wtite only for my amuſement. 
No man wh is not a Frenchman born, or 
_ who has not been Tong an itthabirant of Paris, 
cam poſſeſs tlie French language to that degree 
of perfection which is ſo very neceſſary to write 
good poetry, or elegant proſe. In this reſpect 
I am tolerably juſt to myſelf, and am the firſt to 
make a proper eſtimate of my infignificant ef- 
fuſions. But they amuſe and unbend my mind; 
this is che whole merit of my works. Tou have 

too much knowledge, and too much taſte, to 


applaud ſuch feeble talents. 
b Gg 2 nn 
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.  Eloquence and poetry demand the whole ap- 
plication of the man: my duties at preſent 
oblige me to apply moſt ſeriouſly to other ſub. 
jets : all which conſidered, you cannot but al- 
low that (| ſports ſo frivolous deſerve not a ſerious 
thou * ee 
We. > not mock at any one; but I feel myſelf 
piqued againſt enemies, who, as far as they have 
the power, endeavour to cruſh me; and I cer- 
 tainly am not culpable for employing, every 
weapon my arſenal contains, in my own defence, 
and to injure them. The unabating revenge 
which they have teſtified againſt me conſidered, 
it is no time to treat them with tenderneſs. _ 
Ws congratulate you, on hearing that you ate 
ſtill gentleman in ordinary to the well beloved, 
But it is not by his patent that you will gain 
immorrality : you are indebted for your apo- 
| theofis to the Henriade, Oedipus, Brutus, Semi- 
ramis, Merope, the Duke 'de Foix, &g. &c. 
Theſe will eſtabliſh your renown, as long. as 
there ſhall. be men on earth who cultivate the 
belles lettres, and while any perſons of good 
taſte, and lovers of the, divine talent which you 
poſſeſs, fhall remain. For my part, in favour 
of your genius, I pardon you all the tricks you 
played me at Berlin, all the libels of Leipſic, 
and all the things which ** have uttered or 
a BY bs x | F 
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printed againſt me, which are ſtrong, ſevere, and 
numerous, without preſerying the leaſt rancour, 

I cannot ſay the ſame for my poor preſident, 
whom you hold in your gripe. Whether he 
manufacture children, or ſpit up his lungs, are 
things of which I am ignorant. Not but he 
were to be applauded, did he labour for the pro- 
pagation of our ſpecies, at a time when all the 
powers of Europe are labouring for its deſtruc- 
tion. I am overwhelmed by buſineſs and regu- 
lations. The campaign is immediately to begin. 
The part I have to act is the more difficult, be- 
cauſe I muſt not be allowed to commit the leaſt 
blunder; and becauſe I am bound to behave 
with prudence, and ſagacity, for eight long 
months of the year. I will do the beſt I can, 
but I find the taſk a very ſevere one. 


Adieu. 


FREDERIC. 


P. 8. Should the verſes which I have ſent you 
appear, I ſhall accuſe no one but you, Your 
leſter is a prelude to the fine uſe you with to 
make of them; nor am I ſatisfied by what you 
have written to Catt. However it is a ſubject 

concerning which I trouble myſelf but little. 


Lo: "a 5 3: LET- 


_POSTHUMOUS - 8 


1 * n Ny 4 * - £ * g 9 21 
. "y : "17; 9h 


| From the TY 3 


2 One 8 22 1158 
TE i to ty liter Amelia I ſent 
you as the ſketch of an Epiſtle. My mind is 
not ſufficiently at eafe, neither have I time, ta 
write any thing finiſhed. Neither ought ſome 
inadvertencies, or ſome treaſonable crimes com- 
mitted againſt Yangelas or D'Olivet, in the leaſt 
to farpriſe you, Tell me; how is it poſſible to 
write pure French in Germany, and not to com- 
mit any miſtakes' from ignorance, or to offend 
againſt cuſtom, when T perceive ſo many French 
| poets, who live at Paris, in whoſe works ſuch 
| things ſwarm ? I further remark that a good 
critic is neceflary, who ſhould point out thoſe 
_ faults: to us which ſelf-love conceals, and who, 
| ſhould inform us af the feeble and defective paſ- 
' fages. I can eafily detect 5 negligences of 
others; yet, when writing, I remain blind to 
my own. e SARDAR 


mind. 
Your new ſtanza to 15 fatal Ode is bin 


tiful. I excuſe the trifles by which you are. 
Ropped. Yet do not Ray that Marſyas fits in 
| br 
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Judgment on Apollo, ſhould 1 namen e 
on poetical ſubjects. N 

Inſtead of du ſore: ſoutiat be coups might he 
ſubſtituted afronze les coups; and, in lieu of venir 
fon beure fatale e = inſerted An Wc e 


fatale. 
— fatale is better than 


— of this 1 leave you to judge. 
The Ode in general is very beauriful, but the 


following are ſome difficulties which an ignorant 


critic has ſtarted. You will confound him per- 
haps, reſting on the authority of men like D'Oli- 
yet, the Forty, and the whole literary republic. 
Quand la mort, gu ils ont braver, 

a Dans cette ſoule abreuve: | 
1 Du ſang, quils ont repandu*, 
In the ambiguous phraſe dans cette foule abrus: 
v#e, is it death or the crowd that is fatiated 


I very well underſtand your meaning; but a 


great-poet, like you, ought not to want a com- 
mentary to explain his thoughts. 

Stanza V. I was beaten at Hochkirchen che 
very moment when my noble filter ex pired. 

Stanza VI, admirable; VII. and VIII. ex- 
cellent; IX. the ſame. The latter part of the 
Xth does not correſpond with the former. 

* When death, which they have braved in the growd, fa 
N che blood they have ſhed, P. 


881 The 
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The phraſes la fupide ignorance—les Midas 


11 75 Ie Hom?#res—les Zoiles are foreign to the ſubject 


of the Ode, and only ſerve to fill up. You are 
{ppaking of oy, ter, apd-neithes of Homer nor 


of Zoilus. n of Id gin + 


Stanza XI. is . The ends qui font 4. 


cours les plus helles in ſtanza XII. are awretched 
redundancy ;, the ſenſe ends with gui font des 


caurs.; and les plus belles are unmeaning, and 


deſtitute of beauty; worthy of Mævius, and not 


of Virgil. They abſolutely require to de cor · 


rected, for they are feeble and mean. 
Stanza XIII. Du temps qui fuit toujours, tu fis 
toujenrs uſage*. The repetition of toujours is 


ungraceful. Were I deſired to correct the line, 


ſhould ſweat blood and water +g 
but Voltaire is) not Voltaire in yain ; tq give the 


| line i its full force were but worthy of him. TLuęur 


obſcure, plus affceuſe gue la nuit is equal to 

the darkngſs viſible of Milton, which the author 

of the Henriade has ridiculed ſo much. 2 
The XIth and XVth ſtanzas are delightful, 


bas now think I ſee you reading my letter, and 
hear you exclaim Here is a novice indeed ! 


| 46 Let him firſt write good poetry himſelf, and 


* That time which ever dle, hon ever improneft 
A proverbial phraſe. T. 
* mare e des night, 


"> 


5 " then 
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6 then let him pretend to correct others.” Bur 
I tell you once again, I cannot fee my own faults. 
J often think my verſes feeble, but want abilities 
to make them better. Beſide, never ſuffer a ge- 
neral of an army, who is encamped in face ofan 
enemy, to be your poetical judge; for, at ſuch 
times, ſuch men are moſt untractable. 

I have deranged the plan of the campaign of 
marſhal Daun, andof the French, without ſcarcely 
moving from my place. I am at preſent occu- 
pied by other follies of a like nature. Do not 
imagine you will find me a more indulgent critic, 
as long as this dog's life ſhall continue. We 
catch the ſpirit of our profeſſion ; and, in theſe 

times of alarm, I lay violent hands whenever I 
can on the enemy, and on all poetry which doeg 

not pleaſe me, my own excepted, _ 

Adieu, Swiſs hermit. Do not be vexed with 
Don Quixote, who throws the poetry of Arioſto 
into the fire, for it is unequal to yours, Treat 
g German critic, who writes to you from the 
wilds of Sileſia, with ſome little indulgence. 

F REDERIC, 
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IAN etch chliges to you, for hav- 
ing brought me acquainted with Mr. Candide; 
or with Job in a modern dreſs. It cannot be 
denied that doctor Pangloſs is unable to prove 
His fine prineiples; and that the beſt of all poſ- 
fible worlds is a very vile and a very wretched 
world. This is the only ſpecies of romanee 
which is fit to be read; it is inſtructive, and 
proves much more than” auen in od 
celerent, Ic. EY 
I have at the fame time received that melan- 


| choly Ode, which is well corrected and highly 
_ embelliſhed. Yet it is no more than a monu- 
ment of remembrance, which will not reſtore her 
whom we have IGG _— | vive gene 115 
nal regret. 


] viſh you a 1 opportunity of writing in 
favour of peace ; and I promiſe you I ſhall think 
any work written for that expreſs purpoſe ad- 
mirable. There is but little hope that we ſhould 


ſee that happy day without great carnage, 


It is your opinion that the courage of men con- 


8 > ® \ ſiſt 
9 N IM: 
1 
- 


. fits in what they call their honour ; bl I will 


venture to affirm. there is more than one kind of 
courage. There is conſtitutional courage, which 
is admirable far the common ſoldier; there is 
dhe courage of reflection, which befits the offi» 


every good citiaen aught to poſſeſs; and finally 
there is the courage which originates in the fana- 
ticiſm of fame; ſuch as we admire in Alexander, 
ui Cæſar, in Charles XII. and in the great Conde. 
Such are the different kinds of inſtinct which 
lead men into danger, which in itſelf has no- 
thing either inviting or pleaſant, But men think 
put little of danger, when they are once engaged. 
I Qwas not perſonally; acquainted with Caius 
Julius Cæſar; yet am I certain that, nighy or 
day, he would not have hidden himſelf. He 
vas too generous to pretend to expoſe his com- 
panions, without partaking of their perils. We 
have even had examples of generals who, in 


have expreſsly fought for death, that * might 
TY Suck are 1 which e 
has ſupplied me, relative to that courage at 
which you laugh. I can ſafely aſſure you that I 
have ſeen great virtues exerciſed in the height 
of battle; and that men at ſuch times are not 

„ ſo 


cer; there is the caurage of parriotiſm, which 


deſpair to ſee a battle on the point of being loſt, 


| 
| 
| 
A 
| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
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ſa pitileſs as you ſuppoſc. Of this I cold cite 
3 e but ſhall: eee 
ſelf to one. ol 300 ei Std T 22 8u¹ů39 
At the dals of: Roſback; — 
wits wounded; and lay on the ground, calling 
alaud for a clyſter. Would you eafily believe 
that a hundred officious perſons: were eager to 
ſupply him with the remody for which heafked? 
An anodyne clyſter adminiſtered in the field of 
battle, in the preſence of an army, is certainly 
2 ſingular thing; but the fact is true, and gene- 
rally known. In the tragi : comedy which we 
act, ridiculous adventures often happen, ſuch as 
can ſind no parallel, and which a thouſand years 
af peace would never produce. It muſt how- 
ever be allowed theſe pleaſant — was, 
1 purchaſeds . Sid n bioow, od 
I thank you for the confultation a days 
cian Tronchin, which I immediately ſent to my 
brother, who is with my ſiſter at Schwedt. I 
have adviſed him moſt ſcrupulouſly to abſerve 
the regimen which has been preſcribed. I re- 
queſt you would aſk what ſum Tronchin requires 
to undertake a journey thither ; for I wiſh to 
negle& nothing” which may poſſibly contribute 
to the cure of my dear brother: and; though I 
have as little faith in doctors of phyſic as I have 


in doctors of divinity, I do not carry incredulity 
ſo 
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ſo far as to doubt of the good effects which regi- 
men may 7 produce, I myſelf am ſenſible of theſe 
effects. I never could have ſupported the 
dreadful fatigues I have undergone, had I not 


confined myſelf to a diet, which appears ſevere 1 


to all who furround me. 


Whether it be worth our while to preſerve our 


lives by ſo many precautions, and whether thoſe 
people are not the moſt ſage, and the happieſt, 
who kill themſelves as faſt as they can, are queſ- 
tions yet to be reſolved. I leave the difcuffion 
of this ſubject to Mr. Martin and doctor Pan- 
gloſs. For my part, I muſt fight as long as 
fighting ſhall be good. You are but a ſpectator 
of the bloody tragedy we are acting; and while 
we continue on the ſtage, [you may hiſs when 
you pleaſe. Much good may it do you; be 
perſuaded I do not envy your happineſs. I am 
well convinced happineſs is not to be obtained 


by thoſe who are at war, either with the pen or 
with the ſword. 


Yale. 


FRE DERIC. 


LET. 
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But neꝰ er will I Petronius & place 

Beſide thoſe ſons of fame to live, 
Who write with chſten wit and nee. 


| id he dro 
Wich cynic ſkill, who can endure? | 
Or who unmov'd his Muſe can view 5 
wy Plunge, ſhameleſs, into ſifeams impure Þ | 


A magazine is this our mind, 
In which we precious MLS IF 
And, certain there ſuch gems to find, 
Your wealthy realms I oft explore, | 


% * 


In ſweet Racine my Muſe delights ; | 
: Nay, frown not, wantons with Roſſeau 
Esanpt ſhe views the boundleſs Sights 
Of Maro, Horace, and Boileau. 


There are no verſes, though ſame were certainly ſent, to 
be found in the Berlin Supplement; and thoſe printed in the 
Baſil edition, though I have inſerted them, do not appear to 
be the whole of the Poem, for they do not mention the congd 
(leave of abſence) or defeat of the enemy, referred to by the 
king. T. 

t Petronius fatriſed the tyrant of whom he yas the fa 
vourite. T. | 

T Aud 
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And oft ſhe'd reach their native ies, 
And oft like them ſhe fain would fing : 
But, ah! Whene'er ſhe thus would riſe, 
She finds ſhe wants their ſtrength of wing. 


If you will conſult a map, you will find the 
place from which a fit of mirth produced this 
leave of abſence. ' We have purſued theſe gen- 
try, whoſe rear we turned behind Erfurt ; after 
which we took the road to Silefia. : 

You, inhabitants of the Delices, imagine chat 
thoſe who purſue the footſteps of your Amadis 
de Gaul, and your Orlandos, were to fight once 
a day for your diverſion. Know, an it pleaſe 
you, that we have enacted enough of ſuch trage- 
dies in paſt campaigns; not but there will cer- 
tainly be more of theſe heroic butcheries per- 
formed. But we ſhall obſerve the proverb of the 
emperor Auguſtus : Feſtina lente. | 

Your French. folks burn good books, and 
merrily overturn the ſyſtem of your finances, to 
give pleaſure to your dear allies. Much good 
may it do them all | I fear neither their money 

nor their ſwords. Should chance eternally favour 
the three moſt illuſtrious , who aflault me 
on every fide, I hope they will (to preſerve the 
rhetorical figure) * * * ®, I am doomed to the 
fate of Orpheus; ladies of Thrace, and of 
characters equally amiable, wiſh to rend me in 
T4 pieces; 
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pieces: but they certainly will a not have their 
wiſhes gratified. 
| Mentioning fools, you wiſh to be told what 
have been the adventures of the abbẽ de Prades; 
but they would fill a large volume. To fatisfy 
your curioſity, it will be ſufficient to inform you 
that the abbe had the weakneſs to ſuffer himſelf 
to be bribed, during my ſtay at Dreſden, by a 
| ſecretary, who had been left there by Broglio, 
when he departed from the city. By, ſelf-ap- 
pointment, he became news- writer to the army; 
and, as this is a trade which is but little ap- 
proved of in war, he has, till the arrival of peace, 
been ſent into a retreat from which there is no 
news to write. Many other things might be 
added, but they would be too tedious. He 
played me this excellent trick at the very time 
- when I had conferred a rich benefice on gn 


the cathedral of Breſlau. 
Jou have written the Tomb of the Sorbonne 3 


to this add the Tomb of the Parliament, which 
ãs in a ſtate of ſuch dotage that it cannot be long 


| * lived. 


Take care however not to die yourſelf, From 
the Delices you continue to dictate laws to Par- 
naſſus: you till careſs the infamous — with 
one hand, and fcratch with the other. You treat 

it as you treat me, and as you treat all the world. 


329. 
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As 1 preſume, aloof you ſtand, 
And hold a pen in either hand : 
The right each creek of ſelf-love knows; 
And hence the ſtream of flatt'ry flows, 
In gurgling ſounds, ſo ſoft, and cleary 
That ſpel-bound is the lift ning ear ! 
The left hand graſps a flaming ſword, 
Ta'en from Errynnis' ſecret hoard ; 
Plung'd by the hags in lake mephitic, 
Infernal pool of pains arthritic z 
Its temper acrid, colour black, 
The brain it pierces, and the back : 
Ere it deſcends the members ſhake ; 
The bones before it touches ache; 
A fire it in the heart allumes, 2 
That ſmoulders while the man conſumes. 
At Bale if Maupertuis expire, 
He'll die of this devouring fire ! 


For me; though many u rhine Pee nindey 
I'm but a tyro in the trade : 
I never yet could gain a place 
Among the wits malignant race; 
Or climb the fam'd ftupendous ſteep 
Where they continual uproar keep. 
But mine is now another taſk ; 
Of you a favour I've to aſk, _ 
If e'er my name, by either hand, 
In work of yours ſhould written ſtand, 
Of gall I hope you'll be bereft ; 
I hope *twill never be the left. 


I wiſh peace and health, not to the gentleman 
in ordinary, not to the: hiſtoriographer of the 
VOL, VII, H h well. 
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well. beloved, not to the lord of the twenty 
manors in Swiſſerland, but to the author of 


the Henriade, the Maid of Orleans, Brutus, 
Merope, . 
FRE DERIC. 
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From M. de Voltaire, | 
| | May, 1759. 
Your verſes flow with ſo much eaſe, 
Vou rival thoſe who moſt can pleaſe, 
You've ſtudied, thus our hearts to win, 
Yet ſure Petronius, good and gay, Fw 
What though impure, you pardon may. - 
I know you well ; though coy you ſeem, 
You bluſh not at the wanton theme, 
But rather loye luxurious tale, 
When cover'd by tranſparent veil, 


For Maupertuis, pack'd up in pitch, 
Should he perchance drop down the niche 
Which he to old carth's center bor'd,' 
And ſafely there his body hoard, 
I ſhould be ſorry for his fate : 
I feel no unrelenting hate ; 
I kill him not, but well may ſay 
He ſhut me from the light of day; 
* Expell'd me heav'n, which was my due: 
© * | Yew—drove me from the fight of you. 
8 b This 
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This. is all T have to anſwer, feeble and 
muffled up as I am, with a cold in my eyes, to 
the moſt malignant of monarchs, and the moſt 
amiable of men, who is continually giving me 
gaſhes in the face, and who calls out that he is 
ſcratched. Deal your gaſhes on marſhals Daunand 
Fermor, but ſpare your old and meagre victim. 
Your majeſty ſays you do not fear our money; 


the little we have is truly not very formidable; 


and, with reſpect to our ſwords, you have given 
them a trifling leſſon. May God grant you 


peace, fire; and may every ſword be returned 


to the ſcabbard ! Such are the good prayers of a 
Swiſs philoſopher in behalf of all Europe, the 
various kingdoms of which individually feel the 
horrors of war. We have lately ſuffered a bank- 
ruptcy at Lyons, of one million eight hundred 
thouſand livres (ſeventy-five thouſand pounds 
ſterling) thanks to this fine war. 

With reſpe& to the parliament of Paris, that 
 olio of tutors for kings, it is ſomewhat different 
from the parliament of England. Its follies 
have been ſo loudly vaunted of, by ſuch numbers 
of black-gowns, advocates, and attorneys, that 
they have fermented and overflowed in the head 
of Damiens, the baſtard of Ravaillac. Similar 
follies, propagated by the Jeſuits, have coſt the 


H h 2. king 


| 
| 
| 
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king of Portugal an .arm#*,' To this add all 
which is paſſing from the Viſtula to the Maine, 
and you cannot but recognize the beſt of all 
poſſible worlds. 

1 once more wiſh you may ſoon bring this 
wretched tate of affairs to an end, You are 


a legiſlator, warrior, hiſtorian, poet, and mu- 


fician ; be alſo a philoſopher. After having bu- 
fied ourſelves, during life, with heroiſm, and 
the ans, what do we take with us to the grave? 
A vain name, which is no longer ours. All is 
ſorrow or vanity : ſo ſaid that Solomon who 


was not the Solomon of the North. Away 


to Sans-Souci; to Sans-Souci as faſt as you 
can! 
38 1 find, is a Date... an Athito- 
phel. What, betray you when you were load- 
ing him ee Oh thou beſt of all poſ- 

fible worlds, where art thou ? I, like Martin, 


am a manichean. 


. Your majeſty, in your charming epiſtle, re- 
ee me for occafionally careſſing the infa- 
maus . You do wrong, ſire ; I labour only 
to extirpate it; and I have been rather fucceſſ- 
ful, among the worthy part of mankind, I ſhall 
ſoon. do myſelf the honour to - ſend you a 


The king of Portugal was wounded in the _ by thoſe 
who attempted his aſſaſſination, T. 


ſhort 
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ſhort piece which ene may be bound to 
be of uſe. 

Believe me, fire, I was formed to be ids 
yours. I am aſhamed to find myſelf more happy 
than you are; for I live among philoſo- 
phers, and you are only ſurrounded by moſt 
excellent murderers in ſhort-cut coats. Once 
more, away to Sans-Souci! But what is to be 
done there with an imagination ſo infernally 
reſtleſs ? Is it formed for retreat ? Oh, yes ! 
You are formed for all _ 


* 0 -# 15 


EPP 


From M. de Voltaire. I 
a; | May, 1759, 
SITUATED in what manner you will, 
it is very certain you will ever remain a great 
man. I do not write to weary your majeſty, but 
to confeſs myſelf, on condition you will grant 
me abſolution. I have betrayed you. The 
fact is as follows: | | 
You wrote a letter to me, partly i in the ſtyle 
of Marcus Aurelius, your patron; and partly 
in that of Martial and Juvenal, your other 
patrons. I ſoon ſhewed it to a little French 
coquette, from the court of France, who came. 
Hh 3 like 
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hre others to the temple of Eſculapius, at Ge- 
neva, that ſhe might be cured by the great Tron- 
ebin : great in every ſenſe of the word, for he is 
ſix feet high, handſome, and well formed; and, 
were his hi ghneſs prince Ferdinand, your brother, 
 8woman, he would imitate the examples that are 
ſet him, and come likewiſe to be cured. This 
little coquette is, as I believe I have informed 
your majeſty, the very intimate friend of a cer- 
rain duke and miniſter. She has much wit, and 
their friendſhip is mutual. She was quite en- 
raptured, kiſſed your letter, and would have 
been ſtill more fav ends, Rad you been there. 
Send it immediately to my friend, ſaid. ſhe, who 
has loved you from his childhood: he admires 
the king of Pruſſia, nor does he in any reſpect 
think like the ref : he ſees things as they are. 
He is a true knight; one of thoſe who have 
wit in their anger. 

The lady was ſo perſauſive that I copied your 
letter, very civilly retrenching all which apper- 
tained to Martial and to Juvenal, and very faith- 
fully leaving the whole of Marcus Aurelius; that 
is to ſay, all your proſe. Not however that your 
Marcus Aurelius does not deal us many a fide- 
blow, and then pretends we are ambitious. Alas, 
fire, we are very fine folks indeed to talk of am- 
birion ! | 


In 
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In fine, I cannot forbear to ſend you the an- 
ſwer which was returned me. I may well be al- 
lawed to betray a duke and a peer, after having 
berrayed a king. But I conjure you not to let 
this be known. Endeavour, fire, to decypher 
the writing: it is poſſible to poſſeſs much wit, 
and very excellent ſentiments, and yet to write a 
very cat's ſcrawl. 

I bere was formerly, fire, a lion and a mouſe ; 
the mouſe was in love with the lion, and went to 
pay his court to him: the hon gave him a little pat 
with his claw, and the mouſe ran into his hole. 
Stillthe mouſe continued to love the hon; and one 
day, ſeeing a net that was ſpread to entrap and 
kill the lion, he gnawed the threads aſunder. 

The mouſe, fire, moſt ſubmiſfively in all hu- 
mility kiſſes your royal claws. He will never die 
with a capuchin on each fide of him, as one 
of the maſtiffs of St. Malo has done at Baſil“. 
His wiſh was to die befide his lion. Believe me, 
the mouſe was more affectionate than the maſtiff. 


* Maupertus, T, 


Hh4 LIE 
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8 my E TT E. * ccrxxv. 
Fron the King 


Reich-Hennerſdorf, June 10, 1759. 
. Know that, . unleſs he whom you wot 
of ſhould return to earth to work miracles, 
my brother will never travel in ſearch of any 
man: he ſtill is, God be thanked, a ſufficiently 
wealthy lard to pay a Swiſs phyſician for his 
trouble, and his journey. Nor are you ignorant 
that the Frederics*, being more numerous than 
the Louiſes+, are more potent than the latter, 
among phyſicians. Poets, and ſometimes even 
philoſophers themſelves, occupied as they are in 
vain ſpeculations, pay but little attention to the 
ſcience of morality. 1100 : | 

- Your niece has given vent to have pompous 
8 favour of her nation. She has burnt my 
writings, as I did yours at Berlin, and as yours 
have been burnt in France. You F rench folks 
are all extravagant, when the pre-eminence of 
their kingdom is called in queſtion, How de- 
lighted are they to pronounce the phraſe, The 
« king, my maſter!” as well as to affect the ridi- 
culous ſtyle of the antiquated etiquette of ambaſ- 


* + Gold e, r. 


ſadors, 
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fadors, and-to wrangle, right or wrong, for kings 
who do not do them the honour to know there 
are ſuch people in exiſtence.” It is really a pity 
that your niece had not married Matthew Prior 
they would have produced a moſt excellent race 

of politicians. Obs 

For my part, I ſpare no one ** lam bl 
and, in my anger, I bite as hard as I am able. 

According to all appearance, we ſhall ſoon 
have a battle; and, ſhould I be but a little fa- 
voured by fortune, the ſub-delegates of their 
imperial majeſties, and the man with the conſe- 
crated toka“, ſhall be well baſtinadoed ; after 
which, how great will the conſolation of laugh- 
ing at them be! 

Having no enemies to fight with, for God's 
fake. do not you laugh at any one. Remain 
peaceable and happy, ſince you have no perſecu- 
tors; and be wiſe enough to enjoy, undiſturbed, 
that tranquillity which you have obtained, after 
having been in ſearch of it theſe ſixty years. 

Adieu. ! wiſh you health and peace. Amen: 
fol be i it, | 


FREDERIC, 


p. S. Are you in your ſenſes ? It is time, at 
the age of ſeventy, that you ſhould learn the 
| fiyle 1 in which it becomes you to write to me. 


* Or cap. T. | 
1 | It 
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It is time you ſhould comprehend that though 
there are liberties in which men of letters and of 
wit are indulged, there alſo are intolerable im- 
is to ſay rational. May heaven, which has 
endowed you with ſo much wit, endow you 
with an equal portion of judgment! Should 
that ever happen, you would be the firſt man 
of che age, and perhaps the firſt the world ever 
ſaw. This is what I wiſh you. So be it. b 


L ET T E R CCLIXVII. 
From the King, | 

| Reich- Hennerſdorf, June 20, 1759. 
„ theſe the times of ancient chi · 
valry, I ſhould have replied that you lied in your 
throat, for publicly affirming Iwrote to you to des 
ſend my hiſtory of Brandenburg, againſt the ab- 
ſurdities that have been ſaid concerning it, by an 
abbe with his name ending in ic or in 4c. I care 
very little for my works : I have not that enthu- 
ſiaſtic love for them which celebrated authors 
ſhew for the leaſt work which drops from their 
pen. I will not fight with any man, either in 
defence of my proſe or verſe; and critics may 


cenſure them in what manner they pleaſe, without 
2 once 
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once breaking my reſt. I therefore entreat you 
would not be too warm in ſo trifling a cauſe, 
which does not merit that you ſhould draw your 
dagger againſt my literary enemies. 

You exclaim fo loudly for peace, that it would 
better become you to write, with that noble 
impertinence which fits fo well upon you, 
againſt thoſe who retard its concluſion ; that is, 
againſt all who are ſeized with convulſions and 
the delirium of war. It would be a fingular trait 
in hiſtory, were it to be ſaid, in the nineteenth 
century, that the famousVoltaire, who in his time 
wrote ſo many things againſt bookſellers, bigots, 
and bad taſte, had by his works put princes to 
the bluſh, for the war which they made on each 
other; and that he obliged them to conclude 
peace, the conditionsof which he himſelf dictated. 
Be this taſk yours, and you will ere& a monu- 
ment to yourfelf, which time will never deftroy. 
Virgil accompanied Mzcenas in his journey to 
Brinduſium, where Auguſtus concluded a peace 
with Anthony ; and Voltaire without travelling, 
will it be ſaid; was the preceptor of kings, as he 
was of Europe. I could wiſh this incident might 
be added to your life, and that I might very ſoon 
have to congratulate you on the event. 


TORR FREDERIC. 
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2 the King. 
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: t30y n 
For peace I wiſh, which I adore: | 
I with, but what can Ido more? 
865 "20s enen ee, 
Tour Ruſſian of deteſted mien, 
A haughty and ambitious trine, 
| |; Whoſe ſecrets Tronchin can divine, 
On ruin only can agree; 2 
| They're neither friends of peace nor me. : 
— yo 92:62 DEG 
- The ſecond Well-belov'd* diſpoſe / - _ 
To rid the world and me of e. 5 


10 him you muſt addreſs ub; or ta his 
Amboiſe en fontanges . But theſe people have their 
heads full of the projects of ambition; they are 
not eaſily ſatisfied ; they inſiſt on being the arbitra- 
tors of kings, and this is what thoſe who hold my 
Opinion will never ſuffer. Jam as deſirous of peace 

as you could wiſh, but I deſire it to be a good, 
permanent, and honourable peace. Socrates, or 
* Second bjen-aimd. The duke de Choiſeul. - . 

+ Meaning the marchioneſs de Pompadour. Anboiſe was 


miniſter of ſtate under Louis XII.; and en fontanges fignifies i in 
* or dreſſed with — T. 


Plato, 
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Plato, would have thought like me in this, had 
they ſeen themſelves placed on that accurſed 
point in which I am ftationed in this world. 

Can you imagine there is any pleaſure in leads 
ing this dog's life ; in murdering people whom 


you never ſaw before; in daily loſing acquaint- 
ances and friends; in ſeeing reputation hourly” 


expoſed to the caprice of chance; in paſſing all 
the year in troubles and alarms, and i in continu- 
ally riſking life and fortune? 

I am certainly acquainted with the value of 
tranquillity, the ſweets of ſociety, and the charms 
of life; and [as certainly could wiſhto be as happy 
as any man whatever. But, though all theſe good 
things are to be deſired, I would not purchaſe 
them by acts of meanneſs, and of infamy. Philo- 
ſophy teaches us to perform our duty, and faith- 
fully to ſerve our country, at the price of our 


blood and our peace, and to devote ourſelves en - 


tirely to theſe. The illuſtrious Zadig met with 
many adventures, which were not to his taſte ; 
Candidus did the ſame : they however patiently 
ſuffered their ills, What finer example can be 
followed, than that given by theſe heroes. 

Take my word for it, our ſhort ſkirts are equal 
to your red heels, to the Hungarian cloaks, and 
to the green coats of theRoxolanians, We are now 
at t the heels of the latter, who by their ſtupidity 

afford 
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afford us fine ſport. You will fee I ſhall extricate 


myſelf from the difficulties of the preſent year; 


and ſhall free myſelf both from the eng and 
the whites s. 
The Holy Ghoſt ak have backward jnfficgd 

the creature hleſſed of his holineſs, who appears 
to have much of lead in his poſteriors. I ſhall the 

more certainly eſcape all this diſgrace, becauſe 
I bave, in my camp, à true heroine, a maid more 
brave than Joan of Arc. This divine girl was 
bers in the center of Weſtphalia, and in the vici- 
nity of Hildeſneim. I have moreover a fanatic, 


who was born Ikno not where, and who ſwears, 


by his God and his great devil, that we ſhall 
back and hew down all our opponents. | 

Thus then do I reaſon. The good king 
Charles drove the Engliſh out of France by the 
help of his maid : it is therefore evident that, by 
the help of mine, we ſhall yanquiſh the three la- 
dies + for you well know that, in Paradiſe, the 
ſaints always have a fly ſort of kindneſs for your 
fair virgins. To all this I add that Mabomet had 
bis pigeon, Sertorius his hind, and your en- 
thuſiaſt of the Cevennes his fat Nicholas; hence 
my concluſion is that my maid, and my pro- 
phet, are at leaſt equal to theſe. 


* 


* The cur of th Rafa ad Aur an. T.. 
Do 
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h place to the account of war thoſe miſ· 
e and calamities to which it has no relation. 
The abominable attemptof Damiens, and the cruel 
conſpiracy to aſſaſſinate the king of Portugal, are 
crimes committed as frequently in peace as in 
war: they are the reſult of the blind fury of an 
abſurd zeal. In deſpite of philoſophy and her 
ſchools, man will remain the moſt malignant ani- 


mal on the earth. Superſtition, intereſt, revenge; 


treachery, and ingratitude will, to the end of 
time, be productive of tragical and ſanguinary 
feenes ; becauſe we are generally governed by 
our paſſions, and very rarely by our reaſon. 
There will ever be wars, law ſuits, devaſtations, 
earthquakes, bankruptcies. Of ſuch are the 
annals of this world compoſed, 
Since theſe things are, my creed tells me it is 
neceſſary that things ſo muſt be. MaſterPanglofs 
will explain the reaſon ; but, as I have not the 
honour to be a doctor, I confeſs my ignorance. 
It nevertheleſs appears to me that, had the 
univerſe been made by a beneficent Being, he 
would have rendered us more happy than we 
are. The ægis of Zeno only can protect us 
againſt calamity ; the garlands of Epicurus muſt 
crown us in times of proſperity. 

Labour at your cheeſe-preſs, brew your beer, 
and reap your corn, without diſturbing yourſelf 
| whether 
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whether the next year will be plentiful or barren, 
The gentleman of the well beloved has, promiſed 


me, an old lion though he be, to give the infamous 


a pat in the face. I am in expectation of his 
book; and in the mean time Iſend you an Atatiaꝰ 
againſt his holineſs, which I flatter myſelf will 
edify your beatitule. 

I recommend myſelf to the muſe of the ge- 
neral of the capuchins, to the architect of 
the church of Ferney, to the prior of the nuns 
of Saint Sacrement, and to the mundane glory 
of the pope Rezzonico, of the maid Joan of 
Arc, &c. &c. 

I really can hold no more. 1 would as ſoon 
converſe with the count of Sabines, the chevalier 
of Tuſculum, and the marquis of Andes. Titles 
are only the ornaments of fools ; great men have 
no need of ſuch baubles. 

Adieu. Health and proſperity to the author 


of the Henriade ; the moſt malicious and the 


moſt ſeductive of all the wits that have been, are, 


or ever ſhall be. Vale. 
FRE D ERIC. 
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1 E N. 
From M. de Voltaire. 
SIRE, | July, 1759. 


You are as good a brother as you are a 
Ka but it is not poſſible for Tronchin to 
go to Schwedt, to viſit the prince, Ferdinand; 
he has ſeven or eight perſons from Paris, whom 


the phyſicians have given up, who have cauſed 


themſelves to be tranſported: either to Geneva or 
its neighbourhood, and who believe they ſhall 


breathe no longer than while Tronchin is at their 
elbow. Your majeſty will imagine that I do not 


among theſe enumerate my poor niece, who has 


been languiſhing theſe ſix years. Tronchin 


likewiſe watches over the health of the royal | 


children of France, and ſends his opinion from 


Geneva twice a week. He cannot leave his home, | 


and he pretends that the malady of prince Ferdi- 
nand will be tedious. It may happen to ſuit the 
patient to undertake this journey, which will 
likewiſe contribute to his health, by cauſing him 
to paſs from a cold to a temperate climate. If 
not, the beſt mode will be to inform Tronchin, 
twice a week, of the ſtate of his health. 
How could you imagine it was poſlibleI ſhould 
VOL, Vil. Ii | ſuffer 


* 
1 
4 
N [ 
- 
' 
+ 
Y 1 i 
* 
' 
. 
1 14 
N | 
| \ 
. 
. * 
F 4 . 
11 7 
| : ! 
wen 
by 2 OY 
" & 
*. , l 
' l 
| * 


— = WW 
— —- 
0 
- 


— —— 2 . wü OY OT oe 
— — — _=— 
- LY - 
—_— * — 


* 


482 _POSTHUMOUS -WORK 8.” 


ſuffer a copy to be taken of your writing, addreſſ- 
ed to the prince of Brunſwic ? It certainly con- 
' tains beauties, but not-ſuch as are proper to ex- 
poſe to my nation. The F rench would not there 
find themſelves flattered; the king of France ſtill 
leſs: and I reſpect all parties too much ever to 
permit that to tranſpire which would but conduce 
to render you irreconcilable. My prayers have 
continually been for peace. I am till in poſſeſſion 
of a great part of the correſpondence of the mar- 
gravels of Bareuth with cardinal de Tencin, to en- 
deayour toprocure a bleſſing ſo neceſſary toa great 
part of Europe. I was the depoſitory of all the 
attempts made to obtain ſo deſitable an end. I 
never abuſed the confidence repoſed inme, neither 
ſhall I abuſe. yours reſpecting a writing which 

has an abſolutely contrary tendency; of this be 
perfectly aſſured. My unfortunate niece, who 
trembled at this writing, burnt it; and there is no 
veſtige remaining of it, except in my memory, 

I am bewildered, when you tell me that I have 
ſaid ſevere things to you. For 8 ſucceſſive 
years you were my idol. 

This I proclaimed to earth, to ain and to 

« Gufman himſelf.” 

But your heroic trade, and your - kingly dig- 
nity, do not render the heartexceodingly aliveto 

1 Ws | ein 
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feeling. This is a pity, for your heart was made 
to be humane; and, had it not been for heroiſm, 
and a throne, you had been the moſt amiable of 
mankind in private ſocieex. 

My letter is too long, if vun e hg the 
enemy; and too ſhort if you are alone, in the ho- 
ſom of philoſophy, which is of much greater 
worth than fame itſelf. 

Take it for granted that I am ever fooliſh 
enough to love you, and juſt enough to admire 
you: be open to candour, and receive withbounty 
n Swild 
| ' YOLT Ann 


LETTER CCLXXX. 
From the King. 


Ringfrormek, July 18, 1759. 
| ReaiLy you are a ſingular creature ! 
When I am defirous to ſcold you, I hear two 
words from you, and reproach expires. on my 
lips. | 
Back bhp quia e Gio i 
So well thou know'ſt the wongrous art to pleaſe, 
What though thy malice makes my anger riſe, 


Thou doſt but ſmile, and lo my anger dies | F 
| 11 2 Thus 
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often have very little thought. 
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- Thus do you treat me. With reſpe&t to your 
niece, it is to me indifferent whether ſhe burn or 


' roaſt' me. Neither imagine that Lam ſo much 


alive as you ſuppoſe to what your biſhops in ic or 


in ac may ſay of me. Mine is the fate of all actors 


who play in public; they are favoured by ſome, 
and ſpoken ill of by others. It is neceffary to be 
prepared for ſatire, calumny, and a multitude 
of falſehoods which are rumoured reſpecting us; 


but theſe things do not in the leaſt diſturb my 
tranquillity. I purſue my road, do nothing con- 


trary to the voice of conſcience, and care very,lit= 
tle for the manner in which my actions are painted, 
in the brains of unfeathered bipeds, that very 
Since you are ſo good a Pruffian (for which 
I congratulate myſelf ) I think it right to inform 


you of what is paſling here, 
The man with the toka, and the papal ſword, 


is ſtationed on the confines of Saxony and Bohe- 
mia. I have ſeated myſelf oppoſite him, in a poſi- 
tion that, in every ſenſe of the word, is advanta- 
geous. The game at cheſs is in that ſtate which is 


preparatory to checkmate. You,whoare ſo good 
a player, know that every thing depends on the 
arrangement of the tables; I cannot tell you what 
will be the reſult. The Ruſſians are ſpell-bound : 


Dohna has not ſaid Sun hand fit, like Joſhua 
of 


CORRESPONDENCE 485 


of defunct memory 3 - but Bear n fill, and the 
bear ſtood. 

So much for ray ae dien I now 
come to the end of your letter. 


4 I well know that I idolized you, while I nei- 


ther ſuppoſed you artful nor malignant; but you 
have played me tricks of ſo many kinds Let 
us drop the ſubject. I have pardoned you all, 
with a chriſtian heart. You certainly have done 
me more good than harm. Your works give me 
the more pleaſure, becauſe I am callous to your 
ſcratches. Had you no defects, you would too 
much humble the human race; and the whole 
world would with reaſon be jealous, and envious 
of your advantages. 

At preſent it is ſaid —»<* Voltaire. is the fineſt 

ec genius all the ages of the world have produced; 
ce but I however am better-tempered, more 
4 mild, calm, and ſociable than he 1s.” —And 
thus do the vulgar conſole themſelves, 

I ſpeak to you like your confeſſor. Be not 
angry, but rather endeavour to add to your 


other great qualities thoſe ſhades of perfection 


which wiſh, with all my heart, I could ature 
in you. 

We are told you are making Socrates the 
hero of a tragedy, which I ſcarcely can believe. 
Which way can women have any part in ſuch a 
| 113 piece, 
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we will, I never can read Berenice without 
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piece, in which love could be nothing better 


than a cold epiſodg ? The ſubject can afford 


nothing but à beautiful fiſth act, the Phedon of 


Plato one fine ſcene, and there it ends. 


- am corrected of certain prejudices, and avow 
thut I do not think love miſplaced in tragedy ; as 
in the Duc de Foiz, Zaire, and Alzire, Say what 


ſhedding tears. You may tell me perhaps that 
my tears are miſplaced : think ſo if you pleaſe; 
but you will never perſuade me that a * 
which moves, which affects me, is bad. | 

A multitude of affairs pour in upon me. Live 
in peace ; and, if you have no other diſturbance 
of mind than that ariſing from my reſentment, 


| Fw — A 22s petſectly at its eaſe. Vale. 


FREDERIC, 
LETTE R  CCLXXXI, 
From M. de Voltaire, | 


| | Auguft, 175. 

| YOU bunk naar fon, Reis dem 
By Engliſh Henry afterward dethron'd ; 
Lou court no heauteous Agnes, chaſte and ſage, 
Who firſt a friar lov'd, and next a page; 

| Of Denis, or of Joan, great ſaint, and maid | 
With aſs profane, you aſk no heay'nly aid. 
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The Denis of our day, the hero bold, 
Who ſaints, and Joans of Are, and warriors old, 
In deeds of mighty proweſs doth ſurpaſs, 
I know him well; nay more; I kndw the-aſs. 
March for Vienna; there the maid you'll find: 
For there, oh rare! fits Chaſtity enſhrin'd ! 
March, without let or hindrance; there-you'll view. 
Heroes, perhaps, and virgins not a few: 
March till you've conquer'd kingdoms, friends, and foes; 
And then march back, and ſweetly taſte repoſe. 


Your verſes are charming ; and, ſhould your 
- majeſty have beaten your enemies, they will be 
ſill better. As for your papal Akakia, I think 
it very artful, and ſo drawnup asthat three fourths 
of the proteſtants will believe it to be true; It con- 
tains matter to make your acute-ſcented politicians 
laugh, and to induce fools to confeſſion. I expect 
ſome edifying pieces, which a ſage who is one of 
my friends is to ſend me from the eaſt ; theſe I 
| ſhall remit to your majeſty. But I am afraid you 
want leiſure, at the cloſe of the campaign ; and 
that you are ſo occupied in cudgelling the Aba- 
rians, Bulgarians, Roxolanians, Scythians, and 
the Maſſagetæ, that you have not time to apply 
yourſelf to philoſophy, and to thedeſtruction of the 
infamous I take the liberty dying to recom- 
mend, by will, this infamous ——to your majeſty, 
She is more your enemy than you believe. Her 
virgin and her fanatic are indeed ſomething : 

> but 
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but this virgin and this fanatic will not reform 
the weſt; whereas Frederic was born to en- 
lighten the world. Of this I ſhall do myſelf 

the honour perk more hereafter, | - 


* 
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= Fran the King. 


| | - September 22, 17 59 
TEE E ducheſs of Saxe-Gotha has ſent me 
your letter, &c. As I have lately been ſtrangely 
buffeted by fortune, all correſpondence has been 
interdicted. I have not received your packet 
of the 2gth; and it is even with great- diffi- 
culty that I ſend you this letter, which perhaps 
will not have the you fortune to come to 
hand. 

My fituation is not ſo deſperate as my enemies 
report; I ſhall ſtill finiſh my campaign well: my 
courage does not fail me, But I perceive peace 
is upon the tapis : I cannot ſay any thing poſi- 
tive on the ſubject, except that I feel I have 
honour enough for ten men; and that, let what 
misfortune will come, I am thcapable of any 
action which ſhould, in the leaſt, wound* ſo 


tender and ſo delicate a feelin 85 uin à man who 
thinks 
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thinks like an ancient knight : though honour 
is but of ſmall eſtimation among thoſe infamous. 
Politicians who think like tradeſmen. 

I know nothing of what you wiſh me to un- 
derſtand ; but, with reſpect to peace, the follow- 
ing are two conditions from which I will never 
depart. Firſt, that it ſhall be made in conjunc- 
tion with my faithful allies ; and, ſecondly, that 
it ſhall be honourable and glorious. Thus you 
ſee I have nothing left but my honour, which I 
will preſerve at the price of my blood, . 

If peace be wiſhed, let them propoſe nothing 
to me which can be repugnant to the delicacy 
of my ſentiments. I am in the very convulſion 
of military operations. I am like gameſters in 
misfortune, who are obſtinate in oppoſing ill 
ſucceſs. I have forced the return of fortune, 
who is a fickle dame, more than once. I am 
oppoſed by ſuch blockheads that I muſt neceſ- 
ſarily gain ſome advantage over them: but, let 
what will be the good pleaſure of his ſacred ma- 
jeſty Chance, concerning this Itrouble myſelf but 

little. Thus far my conſcience does not reproach 
me for any of the misfortunes which have hap- 
pened. The battle of Minden, that of Cadiz, 
and the loſs of Canada, are powerful arguments 
to reſtore the French ta reaſon; with which, 
doſed as ſhe 1 is by Auftrian hellebore, ſhe has 
quarrelled. 
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© quatrelled. There is nothing I fo much wiſh w_ 
peace, provided it be not diſgraceful. After 
having ſucceſsfully combated againſt all Eu- 
rope, it would be ſhameful for me to loſe, by a 
ſingle daſh of the pen, what I have maintained 


by the ſword. | 
Such are my thoughts. You 145 not find me 


in roſe water; but Henry IV. Louis XIV. and 
my very enemies themſelves, were and are no 
better than myſelf, Were I a private man, I 
ſhould yield for the love of peace; but we 
ought to catch the ſpirit of our rank. I can ſay 
no more at preſent, In three or four weeks, the 
means of communication will be more open, &c, 

; F REDE RIC, 
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| From the King. 

The camp near Wilſdruf, 
November 17, 1759. 
Many thanks for the tragedy of 'So- 
crates, which ought to confound that abſurd 
fanaticiſm which is the preſent prevailing vice 


in F rance; and which, unable to exerciſe its 
ambitious 
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ambitious fury on political ſubjects, fixes upon 


books, and on the apoſtolic preachers of good 


ſenſe. | 


3 j f 8 1 
The death of Sqcrates, pourtray d by you, % 0 
Shudd'ring the ſhav'd and mitred herd ſhall view. 
Lo! how fanatics foam | In wrath they riſe, | 


And Reaſon baniſh to her native ſkies ! 


To wreak your vengeance, aid the truth to urge, 
The wretches feel the rod, and clamours coin; 

With bigot prieſts the bigot layyers jain; 

In grief they join, and mutually deplore 

That fire and hemloc times are now no more ! 

Yet, loath' of infidel to loſe controul, 

Though not his body, {till they burn his ſqul ; 

For doors hald it cannot be denied 

That fouls the better are the more they're fried; 
And, whiltnen grant but this, the good Sorbonne 
© Rejoice to think they're yet not quite undone : 
Their choiceſt faggots, from their choĩceſt ſtore, 
Alert they cull, and hid the flames devour 

The man, blaſphemous, whoſe enlighten'd page 
Laughs at their fables, and inſtructs our age, 
Mock'ry they hate; for who &er ſaw the fool 

Who ſhook not at the rod of ridicule ? | 

Him would they gladly burn who mocks them moſt ; 
But, him not having caught, his works they roaſt. 


On this I condole with you. However, all, . 


things well confidered, it were better that the 
book ſhould be burnt than the man. You ought 


to be well perſuaded ] do not join theſe people. 
; You 


# 
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You complain that I affault you; if ſo, it is un- 
known to myſelf, or at leaſt unintentional. Be 
kind enough to recollect that I am ſurrounded 
by enemies, and preſſed on all fides : one goads 
me, another g gives me a cuff, a third inſults me; 
and, in fine, patience is exhauſted : an inſtin& 
of feeling too ſuddenly riſes ſuperior to the 
voice of reaſon ; | irritated wrath flames forth, 
and in certain moments Fam like — 


The foaming boar, that daring turns to face 
The furious efforts of the yelping race; 

And oft his taſhes on the writhing hound | 
Inflicts the pang, and deals the deadly wound. 
But, unappall'd by death, the raging pack, 

On ev'ry fide, redouble their attack : 


— "The raging pack be meets, he toſſes, turns, - 


Tramples, and rends ; with fell revenge he burns j 
Their fangs he feels; no reſpite can he find ; 

The fierce in front, the cowardly behind; 

Till mad with pain, and headlong in his ire, 


Upon the oy he plunges, there t expire. | 


1 this hunted beaſt, while each annoys, 
The bloodhound miſſes and the lamb deſtroys ; 
So doth th” ill-fated warrior oft miſtake, 
And, when he would his thirſt of vengeance ſlake, 
To pity deaf, blind to the blood that *s ſpilt, 
Makes Innocence divide the dues of Guilt ! 
The ſage his error views, and viewing fighs, - 
The ſcene deplores, and ſpeechleſs turns and flies, 


Suffer 
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Suffer me therefore to bite the bridle, while 
this painful campaign ſhall continue, and wait 
till a ſerene ſky ſhall ſucceed to ſo many clouds 
and ſtorms, Your vivid imagination leads me 
to Vienna, where you introduce me to the ſhrine 
of Chaſtity ; but know, I have learnt from ex- 
perience what it is zo approach malicious wo- 
men, . | 


. 
Mature in age, can you ſuppoſe 
Love's flame within my boſom glows? 
When warm deſires have ta'en their flight, 
In Venus? wars can man delight? 
Voluptuous thoughts and warm defires, 
With Cupid's flights and Cupid's fires, 
The days are many fince I knew; 
I own *tis pity, but tis true. 
Virginity, thy tender flow'r, 
Thy wiles, oh woman, and thy pow'r, 
In vain may bloom, in vain are ſpent 
On ſilver locks, and body bent. 
One of the council of the chaſte 
Perforce am I, and not per taſte : 
Your good men do but little win, 
If good becauſe they cannot ſin. 


0 
During the whole campaign I have had no 
beatific viſion, in the ſtyle of that of Maſes *; the 
barbarous Coſſacs and Tartars, in every ſenſe 


* Dans le gout de celle de Meiſe are words not inſerted in the 
Berlin edition. T. | | 
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an infamous race, unfortunately have refuſed 
to ſhew us their Sack parts: but they have 
| burnt and ravaged countries, and committed 
acts the moſt inhumanly atrocious ; and this is 
all I know of then. Proſpects ſo e ol 
ee N 


Inconſtant Fortune, vals, and St 1 

Of being courted by the crowd, 

More various than the varying wind, | 

No arm has ſtrength enough to bind. 

We muſt not always bope.t' oppoſe 

Succeſsfully ſych ſwarms of tors. 
But Chance can ſmile and Chance can. frown. - 

Of this do you, want prof and. ſample ? 

Here lo I ſtand, a mar d example. . 


Howe' er the hero, fanctife cd — 
By Antichriſt, of Rome the pride, 
The modern Fabius, laugh who will, 
Much more diſpos*d to fave than kill, 
- Afraid leſt holy fword and rap 
Might chance to meet with fome miſhap, 
| Retreats: obſerve, I do not fag 
The modern Fabius runs away. . 
But ſhould he, by God's 8 
rms eee 
Which marches, hitherto by night, 
Have carefully conceal'd from fight, 
Then will a certain Gallic duke, 
Right vain of heart and-proud of look, 
With Neptune's trident arm'd, appeaſe | 
pea: ones i: ca hg 
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And pleaſe he will, or men will add 
They doubt his grace is rather mad. 
For France this noble duke ſhall plead, 
And thus her recantation read 


4 Our heroes Where ?—Our money ? n. 
Canada loſt.— Our credit gone !— 
Ceaſe, oh ſons of Albion, ceaſe! 


« Oh ſons of Albion grant us peace! 
The French, 1 grant, have words at will; 
They all know how to gild the pill; 
And, therefore, what he has to fay - 


In words more ſpecious he'll convey ; 
But me a ſland'rous aſs proclaim, 
Should not their ſenſe be juſt the ſame. 


| When this good news ſhall ſee the light; 
From field of blood I'll take my flight; 
The caſque and helmet I'll reject, 
Philoſophy no more negle&, 
But all her ſoothing lefſons greet, 
And ſeek content in calm retreat. 


This calm retreat, by which I mean Sans. 
Souci, 1 ſhall think equal to the Delices. I ſhall 
imagine I there live free from the agitation of 
courts, and ſhall occaſionally be alone. 

Enjoy your hermitage : diſturb not the aſhes 
of thoſe who reſt in the grave, and let death 
ſet limits to your unjuſt hatred. Recollect that 
kings, after long warfare, at length make peace. 
Muſt your wat be eternal? 1 imagine you, like 
Orpheus, would be capable of deſcending to hell, 
N not 


* 
l 
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not to move the heart of Pluto, not to bring back 
the beauteous Emily, but to purſue, in this abode 
of pain, an enemy whom your rancour did but 
too much perſecute in this world *®. For my 
fake renounce your vengeance; or rather ſacri- 
ſice it to your own reputation, that the greateſt 
genius may be the moſt generous of the ſons 
of France. Duty and virtue ſpeak with my lips: 
be not deaf to their diſcourſe ; but perform an 
action worthy of the fine maxims which you 
retail, with ſo much elegance and force, in your 
works. 
We approach the end of our campaign, 
which will be good. I will write to you, in 
about eight days, from Dreſden, with more 
| tranquillity and connexion than I do at pre- 


ſent. 
Adieu. Negociate, labour, enjoy, and write in 


Peace. May che God of philoſophers, by in- 
ſpiring you with more 15 ſentiments, pre- 


ſerve you as che oracle | reaſon and of truth! 
; F s | 


» Manprtai who hd cy ded ail. 


LE T. 
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L E TT E R CCLXAXTY. 
From the King. 


Wilſdruf, November 19, 175% 


I Have zuſt received the letter of che - 
mouſe, or of the aſpic, dated the 6th of No» 
vember, as I am about to clofe the campaign, 
The Auſtrians are retiring into Bohemia; where, 
by way of repriſal for the conflagrations made 
by them in my provinces, I have burnt two of 
their grand magazines. I render the retreat of 
the ſanctified hero as difficult as poſſible; and I 
hope he will meet with ſome miſhaps yet, within - 
theſe few days. From the declaration delivered 
in at the Hague, you will perceive how far the 
king of England and I are inclined to peace. 
T bis public proceeding will open the eyes of the 
- . world, and diſtinguiſh the firebrands of Europe 
from thoſe who love humanity, tranquillity, and 
peace. The door is open; all who pleaſe may 
come and ſpeak. It is at the option of France 
to explain herſelf. The French are naturally 
eloquent: we ſhall Jiften with admiration to 
what they have to ſay; and anſwer, in our vile 
jargon, to the beſt of our power. The chief 
point will be the ſincerity of the parties. I am 
vol. VII, K K perſuaded 
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perſuaded that means of accommodation may be 
found. A ſage and moderate miniſter is at the 
head of affairs in England. Chimerical plans 


muſt be baniſhed, on all ſides; and reaſon, ra- 


ther than the extrava gance of imagination, muſt 


2 be conſulted. For my part, I ſhall follow the 


example of the gentle Saviour, who, the firſt 


time he went to the temple, was ſatisfied with 


liſtening to the Scribes and Phariſees. 


Do not ſuppoſe that the Engliſh confide all 


their ſecrets to me; they are in no haſte for 
peace; their trade does not ſuffer; their affairs 
proſper, and the kingdom wants neither reſources 
nor credit. The war I make is more ſevere, 
from the multitude of enemies that attack me, 
and the heavy burthen I bear. I notwithſtand- 
ing always return a proper anſwer, ſome time 
before the end of the campaign ; though it may 


be impoſſible, on all occaſions, to do as much. 


I am on the point of conciliation with the Ruſ- 


ſians; thus I ſhall next year only have to face 


the queen of Hungary, the ſcurvy ſcoundrels® of 
the Holy Empire, and the robbers of Lapland. 

Our proceedings have been dictated by feeling, 
by a ſentiment of humanity, deſirous to ſtop the 
torrent of blood which inundates almoſt all our 


hemiſphere, and which would put an end to 


* Les malandrin. | | 
; | . maſſacres, 
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maſſacres, barbarities, fire, ſword, and all the 
abeminations committed by men whom the 
wretched habit of bathing their hands in blood 
daily renders more ferocious. Should the war 
be protracted but a little, Europe will again de- 
cline into the darkneſs of ignorance, and men 
will become wild beaſts. 

It is time theſe horrors ſhould end: all our 
diſaſters are the conſequence of the ambition of 
Auſtria and France, Let theſe nations preſcribe 
limits to their vaſt projects; and, if reaſon be 
ineffectual, let their exhauſted finances, and the 
wretched ſtate of their affairs, render them pru- 
dent! Let them bluſh to learn that Heaven, 
which ſuſtains the feeble againſt the mighty, has 
granted the former moderation enough not to 
abuſe their good fortune, but to offer peace. 

This is all which a poor, fatigued, haraſſed, 
lame, rickety, ſcratched and clawed lion has to 
tell you. I have many affairs on hand, and cannot 
write to you at my eaſe till I ſhall arrive at Dreſ- 
den. The project of making peace is that of ren- 
dering men rational who are accuſtomed to be 
abſolute, and who are obſtinate and headſtrong. 
Do you accompliſh this, and I will congratulate 
you, and congratulate myſelf ſtill more. Adieu 
to the mouſe, who has dreams ſo excellent that 
they might. be taken for inſpiration. May he, 

K k 2 | in 
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in his hole, enjoy eaſe, tranquillity, and that 
peace which he is in poſſeſſion of, and for which 
we hope ! So be it, tans | a 
FRED ERIC. 
N. B. You know that the interpreters and 
commentators of ſcripture hold various opi- 
nions, on the meaning of certain paſſages. Ac- 
cording to the reverend father Dionyſius-Hor- 
tella, when Cæſar ſhall be king of the Jews, 
 himfelf a Jew, and when he ſhall be duke of 
Lorraine, the Turks and the French ſhall then 


render to Cæſar that which is Czſar's. He adds 


that ſuch an example will encourage all the 
petty princes of Europe to imitate the reſtitution. 
What is your opinion? This learned doctor 
does not ſeem to reaſon much amiſs. 


LETT ER COOLIINY. 
From the King. 15 


| Friedberg, February 24, 1766. 
How freſh the wreaths of blooming bays, 
That daily crown your wondrous lays ! 

The Muſes favours, are your own ; 
Their genial lover are you known. 
Of fools and heroes, ſwell your glory. | 
5 | Yet 


Yet all theſe mighty works, which Fame 
And Mem'ry's daughters fondly claim, 
Imperfect are, till they bequeath = 

Of laurel yet one other wreath : _ 
"Tis theirs, or yours, this bleſt increaſe 
Tis theirs, or yours, to give us peace 
By this great deed augment the maſs, 
And thus ſhall you yourſelf ſurpaſs, 


| Such are my thoughts ; ſuch are the thoughts 
of all Europe. Virgil has written poetry as beau- 


tiful as yours; but he never concluded a peace. 


This will be an advantage obtained by you over 
all your brethren of Parnaffus, ſhould * be 
ſucceſsful. 

+ I know not who has betrayed ——— 


thought proper to publiſh rhapſodies which were 


only meant for my private amuſement, and never 
intended for the world's peruſal. But I am fo 
accuſtomed to treachery, ill treatment, and per- 
fidious acts, that I ſhould be very happy were all 
the evil which has been done me, and which 


others are projecting to do me, confined to 


the clandeſtine edition of theſe poems. Vou 
better know than I can ſay, how much thoſe 
who write for the public ought to reſpect the 
taſte, and even the prejudices, of this public. 
Hence have originated the ſhades of difference 
obſervable between authors, according to the 


ages in which they lived and wrote; and this is 
K k 3 the 
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the reaſon why men, who were even ſuperior to 


their age, have been ſubjected to the yoke of 


faſhion. It was my intention to have been a 
poet incognito ; but I am brought before the 
public in my own deſpite, where I ſhall act a 


very filly part. But, what matter? I will not 
die in their debt. 


Vou mention circumſtances of an affair which 


never reached niy ear. I know that you were 


obliged, at Frankfort, to give up my poems, and 
ſome baubles ; but I neither knew nor intended 
that your effects, and your money, ſhould be 
touched. This being ſo, you have a right to 
make your claim, which I ſhall highly approves 
and Schmit muſt not expect any r from 
me, on this ſubject. 

I know not who this Bredo is, of whom you 
ſpeak. He has told you truth. The ſword and 
death have made dreadful ravages among us ! 
And, what is worſe, we are not yet at the end of 
the tragedy. You may eaſily imagine the effect 
which ſhocks ſo cruel have produced on me. I 


am obliged to wrap myſelf up in my ſtoiciſm as 
well as I can. Fleſh and blood often revolts 
againſt this tyrannical empire of reaſon, but they 


are obliged to yield. Were you to ſee me, you 


would ſcarcely know me. I am old, decrepit, 
wrinkled, and ay Rao I loſe my teeth, 


and 
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and my cheerfulneſs. Should things continue 
as they are, all that will remain of mie will be 
the mania of writing poetry, with an inviolable 
attachment to my duty, and to the few virtuous 
men with whom I am acquainted, The race I 
run is difficult, and ſtrewed with brambles and 
thorns. I have felt every kind of woe which 
can afflict humanity, and often have repeated 
the beautiful lines— 


Heureux qui retire dans le temple des ſages, Ec, * 


' Numerous works have appeared here, which 
are attributed to you: tbe Solomon, which you 
had the malignity to have burnt by the parlia- 
ment; a comedy, La femme qui a raiſon ; and 
likewiſe a Funeral Oration on Friar Berthier. I 
have no return to make to all theſe pieces, ex- 
cept thoſe which I ſend you, and by which they 
certainly are not equalled. But I make every 
kind of war on my enemies : the more they per- 
ſecute me, the more work do cut out for them; 
and, ſhould I periſh, it ſhall be under heaps of 
their libels, and among ſplintered arms on the 
field of battle. I give you my word. I will 
travel in good company to that country in which 
your name is unknown, and where Boyer and 
Turenne are equals, © | 


* Happy he who retired in the temple of the ſages, e. 
+ The wife in the right. | | 
| K k4 I ſhall 
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I hall be very glad to receive you. I wiſh you 
every happineſs ; but where, how, and when ? 
Theſe are problems which neither D'Alembert 
nor the great Newton can refolve. 

Adieu. Live contentedly and undiſturbed, 
and forget not thoſe whom the devil, or fome 


malignant W continues to haunt. 
: F R E D ERIC. 


— 
L ET T E R CCLXXXVI. 
From the King. 


Preyberg, March 20, \ 1768 


WHAT, charming madmen, do you claim? 
Say, is it peace, or war, you name? 
You talk of peace; but what are words, 
While you defy our ſlaught'ring ſwords ? 
By land would you retrieve, from me, 101 
The loſſes you ve ſuſtain'd by ſea ? ; 
Ah me! And am I doom'd to face | 
Of heroes ſuch a thund'ring race? 
In onſet dreadful, fierce in ire, 
I view their valour, and admire ! 
For clemency, ſome. ſummer” 8 day, 
Their kneeling enemies ſhall pray! 
Nay more, let fortune be but kind, 
Their purſes ſhall be lf d-—with wind. 


You talk of this cruel war very much at your 
5 eaſe. 
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eaſe. No doubt the contributions with which your 
lordſhip of Ferney furniſhes France, ſtrengthens 
the conſtancy of the miniftry, and thus it is pro- 
longed. Refuſe the Moft Chriſtian your ſubfidies, 
and it will end. With reſpect to the propoſi- 
tions of peace, which you mention, I find them 
ſo extravagant that I conſign them over to the 
inhabitants of Saint Luke's, who will return a 
worthy anſwer. What ſhall I ſay of your mini- 
ſers ? The 
Theſe Giants are mad, or theſe Giants are Gods ! 


| Let them aſſure themſelves that I will as madly 
defend myſelf, and leave the reſt to chance, | 


The tragedy you ſit to view, 

And ne'er to hiſs forget your cue. 
Authors and kings are much alike ; 
Offend them, and they're ſure to ſtrike. 

Our blows bring tears indeed, while yours 

The laughter of the world inſures. 

A furious poet and a fool 

Alike are worthy ridicule. 

If Pallas to the teſt ſhould bring 

Thoſe bedlamites, a bard and king, 
To thoſe who make men laugh ſhe'd give 

Pref'rence o'er thoſe who will not let them live. 


I will pay you to the laſt farthing, that Louis 
of the windmill * may have wherewith to make 
* Louis XV, was ſtationed near a windmill, on the memo- 


rable day of Fontenoy ; whence he acquired this epithet. T. 
| war. 
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Add the tenth to the twentieth ; impoſe 
_ nat taxes; create places for ſale; in 
a word, do whatever you can; and, in deſpite 
of all your efforts, never ſhall you have a peace, 
ſigned by this hand, but on conditions honours. 

able to my nation, Your miniſtry, puffed up 
with vanity and folly, may depend on the truth 
of theſe ſacramental words. 
« An oracle more ſure than that of Chalcas.” 

Adieu. Live happily ; and remember, while 
you are exerting all your efforts for the deſtruc- 
tion of Pruſſia, that no man has leſs merited 
them than myſelf, either from you or your 
French. 


* 
—— R ———— hh 


— 


2 


IL E TT E R CCLXXXVIL 
From the King. 


| Freyberg, April 3» 1760. 

By what rage is it chat you are ſtill poſ- 
ſeſſed againſt Maupertuis? You accuſe him of 
having betrayed me; but know, he took care 
to have the poems ſealed up, and they were ſent 
to me after his death. He was incapable of any 
indiſcretion ſo diſteſpectful toward me. 


118 


CORRESPONDENCE. 507, 

Leet perſecuting malice ceaſez | 

Leave Maupertuis to ſl:ep in peace: 

Quit accuſation's ſtale pretence z 

Truth riſes arm'd in hs defence, 

Rather let him your model be, 

In faith and noble chanty : 

Of pardon he gave worthy proof 
For libels fram'd beneath my roof. 


Oh ſhame! Oh world! Can he! Voltaire ! 

Apollo's ſon ! The Muſes care! 
Can Genius thus be carrion-fed, 
And glut her rancour on the dead! 
Thus croaks the crow, and gathers where 

The putrid heap infects the air. | 
In acts like theſe no more I know 

f be friend of Truth, or Error's foe, 

Or virtues pompouſly diſplay d, 

Or author of the Henriade. 


Bluſh ſcarlet deep, if bluſh you can; 
Oh bluſh ! and once more be a man. 


Peace is ftill your ſubject ; but on what con- 
ditions? Certainly thoſe by whom it is pro- 
poſed have no deſire that it ſhould take effect. 
What reaſoning is theirs ! Give up the country 
of Cleves becauſe the inhabitants are fools ! 
What would theſe miniſters ſay, were any one 

to demand Champagne becauſe the proverb ſays 
— Ninety- nine ſheep and a man of Cham- 
e pagne make a hundred?” Let us talk no 
more on ſuch ridiculous projects. If che French 
miniſter 


* 
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miniſter be not poſſeſſed by ten legions of Au- 
ftrian devils, peace he muſt make. You have 
put me in a paſſion; your pardon will be ob- 
tained by your repentance. In the mean time 
I abandon you to remorſe, and to the avenging 
furies who haunt the calumniator, till that na- 
tural religion which you call innate ſhall renew 
thoſe traces which ſhe —— 1 imprinted 


on your ſoul. 
Vale. 


LETTER ccLxXXXVII. 


From M. de Voltaire. 


— 


g IRE, | The chateau 2 Genera, 
AN inſignificant monk of Saint Juſtus thus 
addreffed Charles V.—“ Is not your ſacred ma- 
« jeſty wearied by diſturbing the world; muſt 
you alſo diſturb a poor monk in his cell?“ I 
am the monk ; but you have not, like CharlesV. 
renounced the wretchedneſs of human gran- 
deurs. How cruel is it in you to tell me that I 
calutnniate Maupertuis, when I inform you it 
was reported, after his death, that the works of 
the philoſopher of Sans-Souci had been found 
8 1 | in 
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in his ſtrong box ! If in effect they were there 
diſcovered, would not that prove that he had 
guarded them faithfully ; that he had communi- 
| cated them to no one; that they had been pur- 
Joined by a bookſeller ; and that perſons un- 
juſtly accuſed would thus have been diſculpated? 
How was it poſſible I ſhould know that Mauper- 
tuis had returned them to you? What intereſt 
have I to ſpeak ill & him? What is his perſon, 
or what his memory, to me? What wrong have 
I done him, by informing your majeſty that he 
faithfully preſerved your works, as long as he 
lived? I myſelf think only of death; my hour 
approaches; do not lei it be diſturbed by unjuft 
reproach, and harſh æcuſation, which are the 
more ſenſibly felt becaiſe they come from you. 

| You have done me lurm enough. You have 
for ever embroiled me vith the king of France. 
You have occaſioned the loſs of my places and 
penſions. You have il treated me, at Frank- 
fort; and, with me, an nnocent woman, a re- 
ſpectable woman, who vas dragged through the 
ſtreets and thrown into priſon : and now, while 
honouring me with your letters, you poiſon the 
ſweetneſs of this conſolaton by the bitterneſs of 
reproach. Is it poſſible that you ſhould treat 
me thus! I who have three years ſucceſſively, 
though ineffeRually, been endeavouring to ſerve 
you, 
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you, from no other motive but that of ing in 
conformity to my feelings. | 

The greateſt miſchief which your 8051 have 
done, is the ſlander to which they have given 
birth, among the numerous enemies of philo- 
ſophy, in Europe. © Philoſophers,” ſay they, 
« can neither live in peace nor live together. 
« Here have we a king who does not believe in 
« Jeſus Chriſt : he invites another unbeliever 
ce to his court, whom he ill treats. There is no 
ce charity among theſe pretended philoſophers ; 
tand God makes them tle inſtruments of each 
5 other's puniſhment,” | 
_ This is the general cy; this is every where 
1 print; and, while finatics remain united, 
philoſophers are diſperſe] and unhappy. At the 
court of Verſailles, and :Mewhere, I am accuſed. 
of having encouraged you to write againſt the 
Chriſtian religion. Ye am I to ſuffer reproach 
from you ; yes, to the inſults of fanatics this 
affliction is added. Wal may I abhor the world ; 
and happy am I to be out of it, in theſe my ſo- 
litary domains! I ſhall bleſs the day when dying 
I ſhall ceaſe to ſuffer, ſpecially to ſuffer by you. 
Yet even then ſhall I viſh you all the happineſs 
of which you are ſuſceptible, and which philo- 
ſophy only can procure you, amid a life ſo 
rg ſhould fortune hereafter permit you 
1700 | long 
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long to cultivate that fund of wiſdom which you 
poſſeſs; wiſdom admirable in itſelf, but injured 
by paſſions which infuſe gall into your ſoul; and, 
in fine, wiſdom which is injured by that unfor- 
tunate pleaſure, which you have ever taken, in 
humbling other men, and in ſpeaking and writ- 
ing things which moſt could wound; a pleaſure 
unworthy of yourſelf ; and the more ſo becauſe 
you are raiſed above them,. bofh by your birth 
and your uncommon talents, 
Theſe are truths of which you no doubt are 
ſenſible. Pardon the utterance of them! Par- 
don an old man who has not long to live! He 
has ſpoken with the greater confidence, becauſe, 
conſcious himſelf of failings infinitely greater 
than yours, though leſs dangerous from his ob- 
| ſecurity, he cannot be by you ſuſpected of ſup- 
poſing himſelf exempt from error, and therefore 
of having a right to complain of your miſtakes. 
For theſe he weeps, as well as for his own; and 
it is his greateſt wiſh hereafter to repair, before 
he dies, the fatal wanderings of a deceitful ima- 
gination, by ſincerely praying that a man ſo great 
as you may be as happy, and as great, in all 
things, as he deſerves to be. 


"IF LET. 
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MP TY TE CLE 
Fron the Ning. N 


1 Sow bis eee The Porcelain eamp at Meifſen, 
| ” May 1, 1760. 
OF Czſar's art and yours 1 once 
| Enamour'd was; in both a dunce, 
2 In] both Prefaild. How few are ſeen 
In hiſt'ry's page, except Eugene, 
Guſtavus, Conde, great Turrenne, - 
But ſhrink beſide this firſt of men, | 
This Cæſar! As for you, I own, 
' You're worthy found of Virgil's throne : 
Till now how-many a day and year 
Have flown ſince men beheld his peer! 
A fable falſe, a moral wrong, 0-40 
Debaſe the noble Taſſo's ſong. 
YE? But beauties, not defects, pervade 
Voltaire's immortal Henriade. 
Within my narrow ſphere confin'd, 
My claims are ſmall ; my feeble mind 
The warrior's or the poet's art as 
Can never reach. An upright heart, 
A ſenſe of human woes, I claim: 
Grant theſe, and J relinguiſ fame. 


Lou demand poetry from me; which is as if 
the ocean where to aſk water from a rivulet. 
Here however I ſend you an Ode to the Germans, 
an Epiſtle to D'Alembert, another Epiſtle on 
TX 4 3 the 
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the commencement of the cam paign, and a Tale. 


Thefe have all ſerved to amuſe me, but 1 cannot 
forbear to repeat that they have no other value. 


He who would write for poſterity muſt write 


like you, Racine, or Boileau: and what is not 
worthy of poſterity ought not to be publiſhed. 

| You joke on the ſubje& of peace: were 
joking neceſſary, you know that, fince I have 


read Arioſto, I have taken an averſion to my 


ford of Mentz; and, ſince the adventure of 
Liſbon, the church cannot pay too dearly for the 
horrors which ſhe protects, and the offence ſhe 
gives. But, let the duke de Choiſeul think what 
he pleaſes, he muſt, and very attentively too, 
lend an ear to what I have imagined. I fhall 
not further explain myſelf, but in leſs than two 
months we ſhall ſee——the ſcene totally changed 


in Europe: nay you ſhall yourſelf confeſs I was 


not driven to my laſt reſource, and that I had 
good reafon to refufe your duke my park of 
Cleves. | 

Know therefore, good fit count of Tourney®, 
as know you do, that, in Paradiſe, the firſt ſub- 


* Monſteat le comte de Tourney—lt is an idiom in the French 
language, to ſay Mr. the count, Mr. the duke, Mr. the 
marſhal, &c. and it is here uſed in a jocular manner. Our 
| ofd Ballads and romanees often an fir knight, fir 
earl, &. T. | ' 
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jects of our firſt father were four-footed animals. 
You are not unacquainted with the attachment 
which many people have for animals; dogs, 
monkeys, cats, or parrots : and I hope you will 


further allow, were all the ſacred and moſt cle- 


-ment majeſties, who govern this earth, to re- 
nounce thoſe among their very humble: ſubjects 


uho do not poſſeſs common ſenſe, their courts 


would immediately be cleared, and their ſlaves 
would diſappear. To what-a ſtate would you 
reduce them] By whoſe aid would they make 
war? Who ſhould cultivate the fields; who 


ſhould labour at trades, &c. &c.? Paradiſe and 


Eden therefore are, in my ſenſe, nothing but an 
allegory; which ſignifies that, for two men of 
underſtanding, a thouſand others are found, 


- who have been fabricated by father Lourdis*. 


With reſpe& to your duke, fir count, you 
praiſe him aukw-ardly, in my opinion, when 
you affirm he writes verſes like me. I am 
not ſo deſtitute of taſte as not to perceive mine 
are of no great value. You would praiſe him 
better, could you perſuade me, which would be 
a thing of difficulty, that the ſaid duke were 
not poſſeſſed by Auſtrians. I will maintain, 


: ®, Frere Lourdi (or ſtupid) is one of the characters in Vol- 
taire's La Pucelle, or the Maid of Orleans, in which this holy 
friar is made the meſſenger of St. Denis to the temple of 
Folly, T. Fs | 


to 
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to the laſt, that neither Socrates nor the juſt 
Ariſtides would ever have conſented that the 
Grecian republic ſhould be in the leaſt diſmem- 
bered; and in this I imitate the manner of think- 
ing of theſe ſages. 

This is the time in which I muſt diſplay 
every art of politics, and of war. The robbers, 
that make war upon me, have ſet me examples, 
which I will literally follow. There will be no 
congreſs at Breda; nor will I lay down my arms 
till I hall have made three more campaigns. The 
raſcals will ſee they have inſulted my good diſ- 
poſitions, and that we will not fign a peace till 
the king of England ſhall be at Paris, and I at 
Vienna. Send this intelligence to your little 
duke; he may turn it into a very neat epigram 
| while you, good fir count, ſhall be obliged to 
pay the twentieths till your finances are all ex- 
tinct. | 

They have made me angry. T have ſummoned 

my whole torces, and all theſe knaves, with their 
impertinent antics, ſhall be taught whom they 
have ſported with. 

The count de Saint Germain® 1s a thing only to 


* An adventurer, who affirmed he was immortal, that he 
was preſent with Jeſus Chriſt on Mount Calvary, and that he 
was at the council of Trente. He lived partly at the expence 
of dupes, who ſuppoſed him an adept in alchymy, and partly at 
that of the miniſters who employed him as a ſpy. J 
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OO be laughed at, Your duke will not Jos remain, 


miniſter: remember he has been two ſ prings in 
office, which 1 is an extravagant thing in France, 
and. almoſt unexampled. Miniſters have not 
taken root in this reign. 

I have ſent you my Charles XII. I have 22 
taken off twelve copies, which I have given to 

my friends; I have not one leſt for myſelf. It i is 


a kind of work proper to be read in ſmall com- 


panies, but not written for the public. Jam but 


5 a dilettante in everything, I may give my opinion 


on the great maſters ; I may Judge of you, and 


utter my ſentiments on the merits of Virgil: but 


I am not formed to utter them to the public, be- 
cauſe I have not attained perfection in the art. 
Should I be miſtaken, an indulgent eompany 


would correct, while they ſhould pardon, my 
blunders; but not ſo the public. It is neceſſa- 


ry to be more circumſpect, in writing to the 
world, than when addreſſing our friends. My 
works are like table converſation, where men 
thinkaloud, and wherethey ſpeak unconſtrainedly, 


| without any one taking offence at contradiction, 


When I have a few moments leiſure, I am 
ſeized with the diſeaſe of ſcribbling ; nor can 


I forbear to indulge myſelf i in this trifling plea- 


ſure: it amuſes me, it unbends my mind, and 
I find myſelf better diſpoſed, afterward, for the 
labour of buſineſes. 


To 


-. 


| 


 CORRBSPONDBNCE 3 
To ſpeak diſpaſſionately, you may well be- 
lieve I was not in ſo much haſte for peace as 
was imagined, in France; nor ought I to have 
been addreſſed in an arbitrary tone. They will 
certainly bite their nails; and, with reſpe& to 
myſelf, or rather to the intereſts of the kingdom 
F govern, there is no loſs ſuſtained. 
Adieu. Live in peace. May my verſes 
throw you into a ſound ſleep, and inſpire 
agreeable dreams! Should you think proper to 
point out the groſs miſtakes, this would ſtill be 
ſomething; to correct at preſent coſts me no- 
1 recommend you, good fir count, to the pro- 
tection of the moſt holy and immaculate Virgin, 
and to the young gentleman, her ſon, the 
| ho FREDERIC. 


N. B. Thoſe who ſtudy. the protocol of 

ceremony may take example by the end of this 
letter, and add this new turn to the chancery 
ſtyle. Should you wiſh to communicate it to 
his holineſs, perhaps you will give him pleafure, 
and it may be of uſe to the chancery briets, 


113 LET. 


818 rosruunovs WORKS, 


LETTER CCXC. 
9 | Prom the King 


OE nd MIT, Meiſſen, May 12, 1760. 


1 VERY well know I have defects, nay | 
very great ones; and 1 aſſure you I do not treat 
myſelf tenderly; when examining myſelf, I grant 

no quarter, But I own this labour would be 
more effectual, were I in a ſituation in which my 
mind had not to ſuffer ſhocks ſo impetuous, and 
agitations ſo violent, as thoſe to which I have 
for ſome time paſt been expoſed, and to which 
I probably {till ſhall be. 

Peace has taken flight with the butterflies, 
and is thought of no more. New efforts are 
made in all parts, and it is determined to aght 
in ſecula ſeculorum. 

I make no enquiries into the paſt. Your con- 
duct to me has beyond doubt been very wrong, 
nor would ĩt have been tolerated by any philoſo- 
pher. I have pardoned you every thing, and I 
even wiſh to forget. But had you not had to 
contend with a lunatic, enamoured with your 
fine genius, you certainly would not have 
eſcaped ſo well. Let this therefore ſuffice, and 
let me hear no more mention of your niece; Iam 
weary of it; ſhe has not ſo much merit, to con- 
ceal her defects, as her uncle. We ſpeak of the 

| 3 088 
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old woman of Moliere, but no one will ever talk / 
of the niece of Voltaire. As to my verſes and 
my rhapſodies, I think not of them : I have 
other affairs at preſent to mind; and I have di- 
vorced myſelf from the Muſes, till times more 
| tranquil ſhall come. 

The campaign will begin in a the month of June, 
and will be no laughing matter ; we ſhall find 
more cauſe to weep. Remember that Pbibibuꝰ 
is on his journey. Should not a little. duke, 
poſſeſſed by a bundred legions of Auſtrian de- 
mons, ſpeedily have himſelf exorciſed, let him 
beware of the traveller, who may write ſtrange 
things to his ſublime emperor. 

I ſhall make every kind of war on my enemies; 
they cannot ſhut me up in the Baſtille. After 
all the ill will they have ſhown againſt me, the 
revenge of ridicule. is but feeble. 

It is ſaid the Pariſians are cutting new capers 
on the tomb of the abbe Paris; that all the good 
books are burnt, at the metropolis ; and that the 
people there are more mad than ever, not with an 
amiable exceſs of joy, but poſſeſſed by a gloomy 
andtaciturn lunacy. Of all the nationsinEurope,, 
yours is the moſt inconſiſtent :-you have much 
wit, but no connected ideas. Such has France ap- 
peared to be, through her whole hiſtory. 


*S. The title of a work-by the king of Pruſſia. * 
N ſe 
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Ts mult be afl indelible character impreſſed 
pon the peopſe : in the long ſucceſſion of 
| | French "monarchs, there are ho Exceptions ; 
except doring ſore patt of the reign of Louis 
XIV. The reign of Hetiry IV. was neither ſuf- 
fciently tranquil nor of ſufficient continuance to 
be mentioned. During the adminiſtration of 
Richeliey,” a conſiſtency of plan had been re- 
marked, as well as vigour of execution: but theſe 
ure certainly ſhort periods of Won during ſo 


long a hiſtory of follies. 
France has produced Debanes and Male | 
branche, hut bo fuch men as Leibnitz, Locke, | 
and Newton. In revenge, you ſurpaſs all other 
nations in good "taſte; and I enliſt under your 


banners in all that relates to acuteneſs of diſcern- 
ment, and a judicious and ſcrupulous ſelection of 


true beauties, among ſuch as have only a brilliant 
appearances This is a great ſtep in the progreſs 


aol the belles lettres; but more is neceſſary.” 


. I have read many of the new books that ap- 
pear; and have regretted the time that 1 have 
beſtowed: on them. | have met with nothing 


good, except a work by D'Alembett; particu- 


larly his Elements: of Philoſophy, and 455 Ency- 
clopedie.Diſcotrſe®: | . The other books that hail 


| fallen in my way are only! worthy of the fire. 


N e to the Encyclopedie. T. 
aid | PF. Adieu. 
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Adieu. Live peaceful in your retreat, and 
do not talk of dying. You are but ſixty-two, 
and your mind is ſtill full of that fire which ani- 
mates and ſuſtains the body. You will bury me, 
and with me half of the preſent-generation : you 
will have the pleaſure to write a ſatiric couplet on 
my tomb, at which I ſhall not be vexed. I pre- 
viouſly give you abſolution. You will not do ill 
to begin at preſent to prepare your materials; 
perhaps they may be of uſe ſooner than you ima- 
gine. For my part, I ſhall tell Virgil, in the ſhades 
below, that there is a Frenchman who has ſurpaſſ- 
ed him in his own art. I ſhall ſay as much to So- 
phocles, and to Euripides, and ſhall talk of your 
hiſtory to Thucydides, and to Quintus Curtius 
of your Charles XII. Perhaps I ſhall get myſelf 
lapidated by all theſe ſhades, envious that a ſingle 
man has 1n himſelf combined their various merits. 
But, to conſole them, Maupertuis ſhall read the 
Akakia, to Zoilus, in a corner. 

Letters written to the indiſcreet muſt have a 
remora * ; this is the only means of preventing 
their being read at the corners of ſtreets, and in 


the market place. 
| FREDERIC. 


* The ſucking fiſh, ſuppoſed by the ancients to have power 
| to ſtop a ſhip under ſail, or a whale ſwimming ; and figuratively 
uſed here to ſtop the tongue of the imprudent. T. 


END OF VOLUME THE SEVENTH. 
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